

'This Shadow is renowned Shakfear/ Soule ofth'aae g 
The applatfei delight: the wonder of the Staae . I 
Nature her selfe, war proud of hi: defigne: 
find joy d to weare the dr effing of hi: lines . f 
lhc learned will C o nf’fs, ht: works are fuchi | 
A sjrt either man , nor jCfc, can prayfe to muck, • 
Tor ever live thy fame, the world to tell ‘ 
Thy like , no age , shall ever varaiell . 

* w. M .Jeulpftt. |r 
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T o the Reader* 




Here prefume ( under fa- 
vour'/ o prefect toyourview 9 
fame excellent and fweetely 
compofed Poems, of Mafier 
William Shakefpearc , 

L I _ Which in themfelves ap- 

peareofthe fame purity, the <^Authourhim- 
felfe then living avouched 5 they had not the 
fortune by reafon of their Infancie in his 
death Jo have the due accomodatio of proper-. 
tionabXe glory , with the ref of his ever living 
W or he s, yet the lines of themfelves will afford 
you a more authentick approbation than my afa 
farance any way can , to invite your allowance , 








To the Reader^ 

in jour perttfdl you fall finde them Seren 
clccre and eligantly plaine y fuch gentle 
flraines as fhaU recreate and not perplexe your 
brainc, no intricate or cloudy fluffe to puzzell 
, intellect ^ butperfett eloquence $ fuch as will 
raifeyour admiration to his praife : this affu . 
ranee l know will not differ from your ac- 
knowledgement . And cert aine 1 am y my opint. 
cn will be feconded by the fufficiency of thefe 
enfuing Lines j I have beene fomewhat fell- 
citus to bring this forth to theperfett view of 
all men j and in fo doing y glad to be fer vice- 
able for the continuance of glory to the defer - 
yed Author in thefe his Poems, 



I. B. 



f i 



Vpon Matter W i l l i a m 
Shakespeare, the 
Deceafed jtuthow y and bit 
Poems. 



P Oets arrborne not made, when I would prove 
This truchjthe glad remember Jnce I mutt love 
Of never dying Shafejpewe> who alone. 

Is argument enough to make that one. 

Pirftj that he was a Poet none would doubt, 

T hat heard th’applaufe of what he fees fet out 
Imprinted; where thou haft ( I will not fay,) 

Reader Iiis Workcs for to contrive a Play: 

To him twas nonej the patterne of all wit, 

-Art without Art unparaleld as yet. 

Next Nature onely helpt him, for looke thoroW 
This whole Booke, thou lhalt find he doth not borrow;? 
One phrafe from Greekcs, nor Latines imitate, £ 

Nor once fr om vulgar Languages Tranflare, 

Nor Piagiari-like from others gleane. 

Nor begges he from each witty friend a Scene 
T o pcece hi s A &a with, all that he doth write* 

* 3 L 
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ts pure hfs owns, plot , language exquifite* 

Butoh / what praife more powerful! cm we give 
Thread; then that by him the Kings men live. 

His Players, which fliould they buthave (har’d the Fate, 
All elfe expit d within the (hort Termes date; 

How could the Globe have profpered, fince through want 
Of change, the Plaies and Poems had growne fcant. 

But happy Vcrfcthou (hale be fung and heard. 

When hungry quills (hall be fuch honour bard. 

Then vanifh upftart Writers to each Stage, 

You needy Poccafters of this Age, 

Where S bafajpeare liv’d or Spake, Vermine forbears, 
L-caft with your froth you lpot them, come not nccre- 
B ut if you needs muft write, if poverty * 

So pinch, t hat otherwise you ftarve and die, 

Qn Gods name may che Bull or Cockpit have 
Your lame blancke Vcrfe, to keepe you from the grave ; 
Or ler frew Fortunes vounger brethren fee 
What they can pickefrofti your Ieane induftfy. 

I doe net wonder when you offer at 
felacke-Friers, that you fufFer : tis the fate 
Of richer veines, prime judgements that have far’d 
The worfe* with this deceafed man compar’d. 

So have T (eerie, wh>n Cefar would appearc, * * 

And on the Stage athalfe-fword parley were?, 

Brutus and Cafliut : oh bow the Audience, 

tVere ravifh*d, with what wonder they went thence. 

When fomc new day they would not brooke a line, 

Of tedious (though well laboured ) Catilines *, 

Sejanui too was irkefome, they priz’de more 
ftoneft IagO> or the jealous Moore. 

And though the Fox and fub&rll Alchimitt;- 



j,ong intermitted could not quite be mift. 

Though thefc have (ham’d all the Ancients, arid might raifc s 
Their Aut hours merit with a crowne of Bayes, 

: Yet thefc fometimes, even at a friends defire 
A&ed, have fcarce defrai’d the Seacoale fire 
And doorc-keepers : when let but Falftajfe come, 
nall/Poines, the reft you fcarce (hall have a roome 
‘ All isfo pefter’d : let but Beatrice 
And Benedict be feene, loe in a trice 
The Cockpit Galleries, Boxes, all arc full 
To hearc CMaluoglio that crofle garter’d Gull. 

Bricfe, there is nothing in his wit fraught Booke# 

Whofe found we would not hearej on whofe worth looks 
Like old coynd gold, whofe lines* in every page. 

Shall pafle true currant to fucceeding age. 

But why doe I dead Sbeakfpeares praife recite, 

Somefecona Shakejpeare muft of sbaJieJpeare WriteJ 
For me tis needkfle, fince an hoft of men. 

Will pay to clap his praife, to free my Pen 0 



Leon, Digges 
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Of M r . William Shakefyeare. 

W Hat, lofty Sbjfzetyearej art againe reviv'd ? 

And Virb'us like now fliow'ft thy felfe tw ife liv'd, 
> .Tis love that thus to thee is (liowne. 

The labours his, the glory fti’I thine owne. 

Thefe learned Poems amongft thine after* birth , 

That mikes thy name immortall on the earth. 

Will make the learned fliil admire to fee. 

The Mufes gifts fo fully infus 'd on thee. 

Let Carping Momus barkf and bite his fill, 

And ignorant 'Davus flight thy learned skills 
Yet thofe who know the worth of thy defert. 

And withtrue judgement can difeerne thy Art, 

Will be admirers of thy high tun’d ftraine, 

Amongft whofc number let me 1 U 11 remaine. 



John Warrm 
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B Y 

W ill. Shakespeare 
G ent. 

The glory of beaut ie. 

H wherefore with infe&ion fliould &e 1 Iive, 

/'nd with his pre fence grace impietie, * 

That pane by him advantage iliowld achieve 
And lacefit felfe with lais focictie ? 



. . Whyfliouldfalfe painting imitate his cheeie, 

And fteale dead feting of his living hew ? 

Why fiiould poore beautie indirc&ly fecke . 

Rofes offhaddovv,fince his Role is true ? 

Why fhouM he Jjv^nov? nature banckrout is 
esaerd of blood to blufh through lively vcines> 

»ec hath no exchecker bow but his, 
hud of mnny,hves upon his gaines ? 

Hie ft ores, to (how what wealth (lie had, 

|res Jong (ince,bcforc thefe laft fo bad. 

A * Thus 
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Toms* 

Thus iyhiscnceke the map of dates out- worn?,' 

When beauty liv’d and dy’d *s flowers do now 3 
Before thefebaftard fignes of faire were borne* 

Or durft inhabit on a livingbrow : 

Before the goulden tretfes of the dead. 

The right of fepulchers were fhorne away^ 

Tqli?e a fecond life on fecond head, 1 
Bre beauties dead fleece made another gay® 

In him thofe holy antique howers arefeene. 

Without all ornament, it felfe and true. 

Making nofummer of an others greene. 

Robbing no old to drefle his beautienew. 

And him as for ? map doth Nature (lore. 

To (how falfc Art what beautie was of yore,' 

Thofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view. 

Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend i 
All tongues (the voice of foulesj give thee that end, 
Vctring bare trutli,even fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife iscrownd. 

But thofe lame tongues that give thee fo thine ow he* 

In other accents doe this praife confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fliowne. 

They looke into the beautie of thy mind. 

And that inguefle they meafurc by thy deeds. 

Then churls their thoughes(although their eyes were kind,) 
To thy faire flower adde the ranke fme.ll of weeds. 

But why thy odor matched* riot thy fhow. 

The foyie is this, that thou doeft common grow. 




XffjurM 




poems William Shakespeare London, 1640 



votmes? 



Injurious lintel 

t Ike as the waves make towards the pibled &ot«; 

i-'5o doe our minutes haften to their end. 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 

In fcquent to lie all forwards doconten 
Elativitie once in t he maine of !»§»*• » , 

Crawles to maturitie, wherewith being crown 4. 

Crooked eclipfes gainft bis gloty fight, 

And tune that gave, doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth tranffixe the flonfhfet on youth, 

And delves the paralelsin beauties brow, 

Fccdes on the rarities of natures truth. 

And nothing Hands but for his Sithe to mow. 

And yet to times in hope, my verfe (hail Hand 
Pray fing thy worth, difpight hiscruell hand. 

Aaainft n>y love fhall be as I am now , 

With times injurious hand chrufht and bre-werne^; 

When houres have dreind his blood and nia hisbrovti 
With lines and wrincles^en his youthfull morne 
Hath travaild onto Ages ftcepic night* 

And all thofe beauties whereof now he s King 
Arc vani(hing>or vanifht out of fight* 

Stealing away the treafure of his Spring- 
For fuch a time dqe I now fortifie 
Againft confounding Ages cruell knife. 

That he fhall never cut from memory 
My fweet loves beaut^thoug h my lovers life. 

His beautie fhall in tftefe blackc lines be feene^ 

And they ihall live, and he in them ftill greene, * 

A § Wto 



Poems # 

When I have feene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proad coft of outworne buried a^e 
When fometime loftie towers I fee doWne^afed, 
And brafleerernall Have to mortal! rage. 

When I have feene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Advantage™ the Kingdome of the Hioare, 

And the hr me foil* win of the watry rtiaine, 
Jncreaf ng ftore with Ioffe, and Ioffe with ftW 
When I have feene fuch interchange of ftatc. 

Or ffate itfelfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruinehath taagfct me thus to ruminate 
d hat time will come and take my love away, 
i his thought is as a death which cannot choo/e 
But weepe to fnve,that which it feares to loofe 
Since braffe,nor ftonc,nor eartl^nor boundkffc fca* 
But fad mortality ore-fwaies their power. 

How with this rage fhill beautie hold a pica, 
Whcfe a&iofi is no ftrongcr then a flower ? 

O how ffaall foliimers hungry breach hold our 3 
A gainft the wrackfull fiedge of battring dayes 
When rocks impregnable are not fo ffoute, * 

Nor gates of lleele fo ftrong but time decayes ? 

O fcarefull meditation,where a lack 

Shall times heft Iewell from times cheft lie hid ?. 

Or what ftrong hand can hold his f w i ft foote back* 
Or who his fpoilc or beautie can forbid ? 

0 none,unleffe this miracle have might, 

1 hat in black inck my love may ftill flu'ne bright?. 
Tyr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I cry, 

As to behold defart a begger borne , 

And medie Notliing trimd irt joftiue. 

And pureft faith unhappily foi;lWorne, 



Tc'mu 

A nd gilded honour (hamefully mifplaft j 
A nd maiden vertue rudely ftrumpeted. 

And right perfe&ion wrongfully difgrac a^> 

And ftrength by limping fway dilabled. 

And Art made tung-tide by authorities 
And Felly (Do&or-likc) controuling skill* 
Andfimpk-Truth mifealde Simplicitie, 

And captive -good attending Capraine ill. 

Tyr'd with all thefe,from thefe would I be gontfa 
Save that c® dye, I leave my love alone. 



T rue admiration* 

WfHat is your fubftnnce, whereof arc you made. 

That millions of ltrangefhaddowes on you tend ^ 

Since every on'e'jharh every one, one fhade. 

And you but one,can every fhaddow lend t 
Difcribe Adonii and t he counterfet. 

Is poorely imitated after you. 

On Helleni chceke all art of beautie fee. 

And you in Grecian tires are painted new 5 
Speake of thefpring, and fo}zenof the yeare* 

The one doth lhaddow of your beautie fliow ? 

The other as your bountie doth appeare. 

And you in cverv blcffed fhape we know. 

In allcxternall grace you hae fome part. 

But you like none, none ou tor constant heart. 

O how much more doth beautie beauti'ms feemsp 
By thatfwect ornament which truth ooth give* 

The Kofe lookes faire,buc fairer we it deeme 

Pot that Tweet odor*which doth in it live : ‘ 1 ‘ .. . 

A 4 The 




Poems', 

The Onker-bioomes have full as dcepe a die. 

As the perfumed tinfture oftheRofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly. 

When fummcrs breath thei.ynasked buds difclofes « 
Butfor their venue onely in their (how. 

They live umnoov’d,and unrefpefted fade, 

Die to thernfclves. Sweet Rofes doe not fo. 

Of t.'ieirfweet dcathes,are fweeteft odors made; 
And fooryoujbeautions and lovely youth. 

When thacfliali vade,by verfe diftils your truth.’ 



’the force of love, 

gEing your Have what Ihould I dee but tend, 
v pon the hour£s,and times of your defire ? 

X have no precious time at alltofpend. 

Nor fervices to doc till you require. 

Nor dire I chide the world without end hourc* 
Whilft I(myfoveraigne) watch the clock for you. 
Nor thinkc the bitterneflc of abfence fowre. 

When you have bid your fervant once aduc. 

Nor dare I queftion with my jealous thought 
Where you may be, or youraffaires fuppofc, 

But like a iad flave ftay and thinkc of nou?ht 
Save where you are, how happy you make cl.ofe. 

So true a foole is love, that in your Will, 

( i hough you doe any thing) he thinfees no ill* 
i hat God for bid, that made roe firft your Have, 

I ihou!d in thoughtcomrouleyour times ofplcnfurc^ 



Toem* 

l Or at your band th’account of houses to craved 
Being your vaflaik bound to ftay your leifure. 
Oh let me fuffer (being at your beck) 
Th’impnfon d abfence of your libertie, 

And patience tame^o fuffrrance bide each cheeky 
Without accufing you of injury. 

Be where you lift.your charter is fo ftrong. 

That you \ our feife may priviledge your time 
To what you will ,to you ir doth belong, 

Your feife to pardon of fclfe-doing crime. 

J am to waite ,though waiting fo be heU, 

— - 1 Not biame your pleafure be it ill or well; 



The beautie of Nature. 

iF there be nothing ncw,but that which is, 

1 beene before how are our braines beguild 
Which labouring for invention beare amiftc 3 
I The fecond burt en ot a former child ? 

O tire record could with a back-ward Iooke, 
Evenof five hundieth courfes of the Sunne, 

Shov» me your image in fome antique booke, 

. Sinctmine at firttin chara&er was done. 

That I might fee what the old world could fay 8 
T o tl is compoled wonder of your frame ? 

Wheiher we are mended, or where better they 
Or whether revolution be the fame. 

Of furc L am t ie wits of formerdayes, 

| worte have given admiring praife.’ 



; 






30 




poems William Shakespeare London, 1640 the 






J I* 



m jji 

t x . jT 

m 

j 

f . r 

11 



Mi 

r - 9 } 

, .1# 
P1M 



Teems 7. 



Lovtscrueltiel 

pRom faireft creatures we defire increafe. 

That thereby beauties Rofe might never die. 

But as the riper fhould by time deceafe. 

His tender heire might beare his memory : 

But thou contrafted to thine owne bright eyes 
Peedft thy lights flame with felfe fubftamiall fewell. 
Making a famine where abound ance lies, 

Thy felfe thy foe, to, thy fweet felfe too cruell; 

Thou that art now the worlds frefh ornament. 

And only herauld to the gaudy Ipring, 

Within thine ownc bud burieft thy content, 

And tender chorle makft waft in niggarding : 

Pitty the world,or elfe this glutton be a 
To eate the worlds due, by the grave and thee. 
When fortie Winters (hall befeige thy brow. 

And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field. 

Thy youthes proud livery fo gaz’d on now. 

Will be a totter’d weed of fmall worth held : 

Then being askt,where all thy beautie lies. 

Where all the treafure of thy iufty dayes ; 

To fay within thine owne deepe funken eyes^ 

Were an all-eating (hame.and thriftldTepra/fe. 

How much more praife deferv’d thy beauties ufc* 

If thou couldft anfwerc this faire child of mine 
Shall fummycounr,afidmakc myoldexcufe. 
Prooving his beautie by fucceffion thine, 

1 his were to be new made when thou artolcf , 

And fee thy blood Waf me when them feefft it cold. 



Poems > 

Look« in thy glafle and tell the face thou Veweff, 

Mow is the dme that face (hould forme an other, 
Whofe frefti repaine if now thou not reneweft. 

Thou doo’ft beguile the worki,unblcflefome mother,’ 
For where is (lie fo faire whofe un-eard wombe 
Difdaines the tillage of thy husbandry i* 

Or who is he fo fond will be the tombe. 

Of his felfe love to flop pofteritie ? 

Thou art thy mothers glafte and (lie in thee 
Calls backe the lovely Apriil of her prime. 

So thou through wlndowcs of thine age flialt fse,’’ 
Difpighc of wrinkles this thy gouldedtime. 

I But if thou live remember not to be, 
t Die Angle and thine Image dies with thee. 






7 ' out bfuR glory. 



QThat you were your felfe, but love you are 
L No longer yours, then you your (elfe here live, 
Ai>aiuft thiscomming end you mould prepare. 

And your fweet ftmblancc'to fome ocher give. 
Sofhould that beauty which you hold infeafe 
Find no. determination, then you were 
Your felfe again after your felfcs deceafc, 

When your fvvect iffue your fweete forme fhould beare,' 
jWho I tis f, fane ahoufe fallto decay 
VVhich husbandry in honour might uphold, 

ngainft the ftorrny gaits of winters day 
And barren rage 0 f deaths eternall cold f 
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O none but imthrifts.dare my love you know. 
You had a Pather^let your Son fay fo, 

Not from the flars doe I my judgement plucke 5 
And yet me thmkes I have Aftronomy, 

But not to tell of good, or evill lucke. 

Of plagues, of dearc hs.or feafons qualitie, 

Nor can I fortune to breefe minuts tell ; 
pointing to each his thunder, raine and winde* 

Or fay with Princes if it fhaUgoe well 
By oft predid that I in heaven nude. 

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive. 

And conftant ftars in them I read fuch art 
As truth and beautic Ghall together thrive 
If from thy fe!fe,to (lore thou would# convert Z 
Or elfc of thee this I prognofticate, 

' Thy end is Truths and Beauties doome and date- 
When I confider every thing that growes 
Holds in perfe&ion but a little moment. 

That this huge ftage prefenteth nought but (Bowes 
Whereon the Stars in fecret influence comment. 
When I perceive that men as plants increafe, 
Cheared and checktcven by the felfc-fameskie 2 
Vaunt in their youthfull fap,at height decreafc. 

And were their brave Rate out of memory. 

Then the conceit ofthisinconftant flay. 

Sets you cooft rich in youth before my fight* 

Where wafl full time debateth with decay 
To change your day of youth to fullied night* 

And all in war with Time for love of you 
As he takes from you, I ingraft you new. 






Poems, 



Good Admonition, 



c wherefore doe not you a mightier way 
^Make warre upon this bloudy cirant time ? 

And fortifie your felfe in your decay 

With meanes mote blefled then my barren rime f 

Now fhnd you on the top of happy houres. 

And many maiden gardens yet unfet. 

With vertuous wifh would beare your living flowers* 
Much -liker then your painted counterfeit : 

* So fbould the lines of life that life repaire 
Which this (Times penlell or my pupill pen) 

• Neither in inward worth nor outward faire 

| On make you live your felfe in eyes of men, 

| To give away your felfe, keeps your felfe (till, 

1 And you mult live drawnc by your owne fweet skill. 

, Who will bekeve my verfe in time to come 
rlfit were fild with your moft high deferts ? 

Though yet heaven knowes it is but as a combe 
Which hides vour life, and (bowes not halfe your parts 
j If I couid write the beautie of vour eyes, 

: And in frefh numbers number all yeur graces, 

T he age to come would fay this Poet lies. 

Such heavenly touches nere toucht earthly faces* 

So fliould my papers fy el lowed with their age) 

Be fcorn’d, like old men of leffe truth then tongue. 

And your true rights be termd a Poets rage, 

^ And ftretchej miter of an Antique fong. 

But were Come childe of yours alive that tir^c 
You fiiould live twife in it, and in my rime. 
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JZuicke prevention* 

J^Oe in thcOrient when the gracious light , 
Lifts up his burning head ,each under eye 
l^oth homage to his new appearing fight. 
Serving with lookes hilfacred inajeftie, 

And having climb’d the fteepe up heavenly hill, 
Refembhng ftrong youth in his middle age, 

Yet mortall lookes adore his beautie fhll. 
Attending on his golden pilgrimage : 

Butw.'ien from higb-moft pitch with weary care^ 
Likc feeble age he reelethfrom the day. 

The eyes /foreduuous)now converted are 
From his low tra<ffc and looke another way ; 

So thou, tf y felfe out-going in thy noon ; 
Vnlok d on dieft unlcfic thou get a Tonne. 



CWagazine of beautie. 

xrNthriftie Ievelincflc why doft thou fpend 
V pon thy felfe thy beauties legacy ? 3 

Natures bequeft gives nothing bur doth lend. 
And being frank The lends to thole arc free : 
Then beautious niggard why dooft thouabufe. 
The bountious largcfie given thee to give ? 3 

Profhles Vfurer,w%doft thou ufc 
So great afumme of fummes yet can’ft not live ? 




Poems. 

For having trafhke with thy felfe alone. 

Thou of d y felfe thy fweec felfe doft deceive^ 

Then how when nature calls thee to be gone, 

I fyyhat acceptable *Audit can’ft thou leave ? 

Thy umis’d beautie muft be tomb’d with thee. 
Which ufed lives th’cxecuror to be. 

Thofc howres that with gentle worke did frame. 

The lovely gaxe where every eye doth dwell 
Will play the tirants to the very famf. 

And that unfaire which fairely doth exccll l 
For never refting time leads Summer on, 

Tohidious winter and confounds him there, 
Sapcheckt with froft and luftie leav’s quite go»„ 

Beautie ore-fnow’d and barenefle everywhere. 

Then were not fummers diftillation left 
A liquid prifoner pent in walls ofglafTe, 

Beauties effeft with beautie were bereft, 

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was. 

But flowers diftil’d though they with winter mcete, 
Leefe but their fhow, their fubftance ftill lives Tweet* 
Then let not winters wragged hand deface. 

In thee thy fummer ere thou be diftil’d : 

I^lake fwcer fome viall^trcafure thou fome place. 

With beauties treafurc ere it be felfe kil’d: 

That ufe is not forbidden ufury, 

V/hich happics thofe that pay the willing lone ; 

That’s for thy felfe to breed another thee, 

Ortcn times happier be it ten for one. 

Ten times thy felfe were happier then thou art. 

It ten of thine ten times refigur’d thee, 

Then whar could death doe if thou (hould’ft depart. 
Leaving thee living in pofterity ? 



Teems* 

Be not felfe-wild for thou art much too faire , 

To be deaths conqueft and make wormes thine beirc* 



! 'An invitation to Marriage * 

TUpfGck to hearCjwhy hear’ft thou mufick fadly, 
Sweets with fwet ts waire not, joy delights in joy * 
Why lov’ft thou that which thou receavft not gladly. 
Or elfereceiv’ft with pleafure thine annoy ? 

Jf the true concord ofwell tuned founds, 

By unions married do offend thine eare. 

They do but fweetly chide thee* who confounds 
In (inglenefTe the parts that thou (hould ft beare ; 
Marke how cne firing fweet husband to another, - 
Strikes each in each by mutuall ordering > 
Rcfembling her, and child, and happy mother, 

Who all inone,onepicafingnotc doling: 

Whofe fpeechlefle fong being many ,feeming one* 
Sings this to thee thou (ingle wilt prove none. 

It isforfeareto weta widdoweseye 
That thou confum’ft thyfeife in Gnglelifc t 
-Ahhf thou ifiuleffe (halt hap to die, 

The world will waile thee like a makeleffe wife. 

The world will be thy widdow and (till weepe, 
That.thou no forme of thee haftlefc behind* 

W hen every privat widdow well may keepe. 

By childrens eyes, her husbands (hapein mindes 
Looke what an unthrift in the world doth fpend 
Shifts but hisplace, for ftill the world enjoyes it 






Teems* 




But beauties wafte hath in the world an end* 

And kept nnus’d the ufcrfo deftroyes it : 

No love toward others in that bofome fits 
That on himfelfcfuch murdrous (hame commas, 
for (hame deny that thou bear’ ft love to any 
Who for thyfelfe art fo improvident 
Grant if thou wilt, thou art btlov’d of many* 

But that thou none lov’ll is moft evident : 
for thou art fo poffeft with murdrous hate. 

That gainft thy felfe chdu ftickft not to confpire, 

Seeking that bcautious roofe to ruinate 
[ Which to repjflre fhould be thy chiefe deGre : 

O change thy thought, that t may change my minde. 

Shall hate be fairer log’d then gentle love ? 

Be as thv prefence is gracious and kind. 

Or to thy felfe at leait kind hearted prove* 

Make thee another felfe for love of me. 

That beaiuie ftill may live in chine or c her. 

As fall as thou (halt wane fo faft thou grow’ft* 

In one of thine, from that which thou depute ft. 

And chat frefh blood which yofigly thou bcftow’ft. 

Thou maift call thiiie,when thou from youth convert eft, 
Hertin lives wifedome,beaucie, and incrcafe. 

Without this fbllyjdge, and cold decay. 

If all were minded fo, the times (hould ceafe. 

And tlircefcore yeaies would make the world away : 

Lee thofe whom nature hath nop made for fiore* 

Harih featureJeffe,and rude,barrenly perilh, 

Lookc whom (lie be ft indow’d,(hc gave the more; 

Wiich bountious gift thou (houldft in bouncie cherriffi^ 

She carv’d thee for her fealej and ment thereby. 

Thou (hould ft print metejnot le*; that-coppy die. 

2 CI 2 ' WllCftf 
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Poems', 

When I doe count the dock that tels the time. 

And fee the brave day funck in hidious night. 

When I behold the- violet pad prime, 

And fable curls or filyer’d ore with white : 

When loftie trees I fee barren of leaves. 

Which erft from heat did canopic the herd 
And Sommers greencall girded up in (heaves 
J*ornc on the beare with white and briftiy beard 2 
hen of thy beautie doe I queftion make 
1 hat thou among the wafts of time muft o 0 e, 

Since fweers and beauties doe themfel ves forf/kc, 
/»nd die as faft as they fee others grow, 

- And nothing gainft Times fiche can make defence 
oave breed to brave him.when he takes thee hence. 



Falfe beleeje, 

V^Hen nay Love fweares that (he is made of truth ’ 
Tla A ° C bc * ccve ^ er (though I know (he lies ) 

* at “h e {night thinke me fome unturor’d youth, 
nskilfull iri the worlds falfe forgeries. 

us vainly thinking that (he thinkes me young, 
[chough I knopr m y ycares be paft the beft ; 
i .miiing, credit her falfe fpeaking tongue, 
Outfaqing faults in Love,with loves ill reft. 

Slit whciefptc fayes my love that ihee is voung a 
And wherefore fay not I, that 1 am old / 

% Loves beft habit is a Toothing tongue, 

^nd Age (in love) loves not to have yeares told. 



Poems', 



Therefore tie lie with Love, and Love with me* 
Since that our faults in Love ihtjj fmotbtr’d be. 



A Temptation* 

T r Wo loves I have, of Comf§rc,and Dcfpaire* 

rp* C * *• * * - « - 



' ' " - | ’ — V£ 

That like two Spirits, doe fuggeft m« ftill s 
My better Angell is a Man (right fait*) 

My worferfpirit a Woman ('colour’d ill.) 

To winne mefoone to hell, .my Female evil! 
Tcmpteth my better Angell from my fide, 

> And would corrupt my Sairtt to be a Divclh 
Wooing his puritie,with her fairc pride. 

And whether that my Angell be turndfeend* 
Sufped I may (yet not dirc&Iy tell:) 

For being both to me $ both to each friend^ 

1 ghefle one Angell in anothers hell. 

The truth I ihall not know, but live in doubt ■ 
• Till my bad Angell fire my good one out. 9 




Fajl andloofe* 

Plf not ‘ h e heavenly Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
G amft whom the world Could not hold arcuo 
Pcrfwade my heart to this falfe perfUrie; 6 

\*ow(s for thee brokf ££nre not puftiftmento 







■ -r 
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vo'emes? 



A wenun I forlwore : but I will prone * 

Thou being a G(xidcffe,l/orfwore not thee; 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love. 

Thy grace being gaind, cures afl di/gracc in me. 

My vow was brcath,and breath a vapour ip, 

Then thou fairc Sun,thaton this earth dothfhine, 
£xhal« this vapour vow, in thee it is : 

If broken, thf ait is no fault of mine. 

If by me bro£e what fool e is not fo wife 
To breake anOath,to win a Paradife ? 



True content. 

CJ O is it not with me as with that Mufc, 

^Stird by a painted bcautie to his verfe. 

Who heaven it felfc for ornament doth ufe* 

And every faire with his fairc doth reherfc* 

Making a cooplemcnt of proud compare 
With Sunne and Moonc, with eatth and fcas rich gems* 
With Apriils firft borne flowers and all things rare. 
That heavens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true in love but truly write. 

And then belccve me, my love is as faire. 

As any mothers childe,though not fo bright 
As thofe gold candells fixt in heavens ayer: 

Let them fay more that like of hcarc-fay well, 

I will not prayfe thatpurpofc not to fell. 



A bafl) full Lover. 

A S an unpCrfeft a&or on the flage, ^ 

( ■^Who with his feare is put befidcs his part, 

Or fome fierce thing replcat with too much rage, 
Whofe ftrengths abnndance, weakens his owne hearty 
So I for feare of truft, forget to fay. 

The perfect ceremony ot loves right. 

And in mine owne loves ftrength feeme to decay, 
Orc-charg’d with burtlien of mincownc loves might,* 
Olet my books be then the eloquence, 

" And domb prefagers of my fpeaking breft, 

Whoplcade for love*and looke for recompence. 

More then that tongue that more hath more expreft. 
O learne to read what (ilent love hath writ, 
Tohearc with eyes belongs to loves fine wit. 



Strong conceit e* 

V|Y glade fliall not perfwade me I am old, 
oo long as youth and thou art of one dace* 
• Bift when in thee times forrowes I behold. 
Then looke I death my dayes (hould expiate. 
For all that beaueie that doth cover thee. 

Is but the fecmcly rayment ofmy heart. 

Which in thy breft doth live, as thine in me* 
How can I then be elder then thou art } 

By 




Poems. 

jO therefore love be of thy Celte Co war y, 

As I not for my felfe.but for thee will. 

Bearing thy heart which I will keepe fo chary 1 
As tender nurfe her b*be from fating il] 

. Prefume not on thy heart when mine is flaine^ 
[Thou gav’ft me thine not togivebacke againe. 









A /beet p revocation Q 

g Wcet fttheria, fitting by a Brooke, 

.With young lovely, frcfh and greene,’ 

court the Lad with many a lovely*looke. 

Such lookes as none could look® but beauties Queene*, 
She told him ftorie$,to delight bis eares : 

She fhow'd him favors, to allure his eye 
To win his heart* fhe toucht him here and there. 
Touches fo fofc,flill conquer chaftitie. 

But whether unripe yearev did want conceit. 

Or he refus’d to take her figured proffer, 

The tender nibler would not touch the bait* 

But fmile, and jeft, at every gentle offer : 

Then fell fhe on her backe j faire Queene, and tomrej 
Ke rofe and ran away, ah foole too fro ward. 



4 confiant yew. 

JF love make me forfworne,how toll 1 fwearc to love ? 

** 0,never faithcould hold a if not to beautic vowed ; 

Though 



To'emess 



Tl.mig-h to my fel k ferfworne,to thee lie conftant prove, 

T ote thoughts to me like Okes, to thee lifee Ofiers bowed, 
Studdv his byas leaves, and makes his booke t bine eyes, 
Where all thofe pleafurcs lives, that Art can comprehend * 

If knowledge be the marke,to know thee toll fufficc : 

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee commend. 

All ignorant that foule,that fees thee without wonder. 

Which is to me fome prayfc,that I thy parts admire : 

Thine eye loves lightning feemes, thy voyce his dreadful! 
Whichfnot to anger bent) is mufick and fweet fire, (thunder 
Celcftiall as thou art, 6, doe not love that wrong : 

To fing heavens prayfe ; with fuch an earthly tongue. 



The Exchange. 

A Womans face with natures ownc hand painted, 
thou the Maftcr Miftris of my paffton, 

A womans gentle heart but not acquainted 
With fhifting change as is falfe womens fafhiori. 

An eye more bright then thcirs,leffe falfe in rowling : 
Gilding the objed whereupon it gazeth, 

A man in hew all Hews in his controuling. 

Which (leaks mens eyes^and womens foules amaxeth/ 
And for a woman went thou firft created* 

Till nature as fhe wrought thee fell a doting, 

Aiid by addition me of thee defeated, 

By adding one thing to my purpofe nothing. 

Bit fince fhe prickt thee out for womens pleafure* 
Mine be thy love and thy loves ufe their trcafiirc. 
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Poems. 

A difcoufolatioul 

WfEary with toyle,! haflc me to my bed. 

The dcare repofe for liras with travaile tired, 

But then begins a journey in my head 
To worke my minde,when bodies work’s ex pi red P 
For then rr»y thoughts (from f^r where I abide) ■ 

Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 

.And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide, 

Xooking on darkenefte which the blind doe fee. 

Save that my foules imaginary fight 
Prcfcnts their (haddow to my fightlefle view. 

Which like a jcwell (hunge in gafily night) 

Makes blacke night beautious and her old face new* 

Toe thus by day mvlims, by night my mind> 

For tl ee,and for my fdfc,no quiet findc. 

How can I then returne in happy plight 
T hat am debard the benefit of reft ? 

When dayes oppreftion is not eazd by night, 

But day by night and night by day oppreft. 

And each ( though enemies to other* raigne) • 

Doc in cor.fcni (hake hinds to torture me, ' 

The one by toylt/he other to corwplaine 
How far I toyIc,ftill farther oft from thee- 
I fell the Day topleafehimthouart bright, 

And do’ft him grace when clouds doe blot the heaven : 

So flatter I the fwart complexiond night. 

When fparkling ftars twire, not thou guibft th*even. 

But day doth daily draw my forrowes longer, fftrongtf 
And nigh: doth nightly make g'eefes length feeme. 

When 






Teems. 

VVhcn in difgt’ace with Fortune and mens eyes, 
j a il alone be weepe my oui-caft ftate, 

And trouble dcafe heaven with my bootlcffe cries, 
b nd looke upon my felfe and curfe my fate. 

Willing me like to one more rich in hope, 
featur’d like him, like him with friends pofteft, 
Defiring this mans art,and that mans skope, 
yVith what I mod injoy contented leaft. 

Yet in thefc thoughts my felfe almoft defpifing. 

Haply I thinke on thee, and then my ft ate, 

(Like to the Larke at brealre of day arifing) 

From fallen earth fings himns at Heavens gate, 

For thy fweet love remetnbred fuch wealth brings , 
That then I fcoyne to change my ftate with Kings. 



Cruel l Deceit. 



rCarfc had the Sunnc dride up the deawy morne, 
^And fearfe the herd gone to the hedge for lliade t 
Wi en Cytherea fall in loye forlornc) 

A longing tarhnee for Adonh made 
Vnder an Ofyer growing by a brooke, 

A brooke,wherc A don us'd to coole h is fplecne ♦ 

Hot was the day, (he hotter that did looke 
For his approach, that often there had beene. 

Anon he comes, and throwes his Mantle by, 

And flood ftarke naked on the brookes greene brim 
ThcSunne look’t on the world with glorious eye. 
Yet not fo wiftly,as this Queens on Him : 
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Poems'. 

1 He ("p ins her, bounft in (whereas he flood j 
i Oh love (quoth (he) why was not I a flood J 



Tbeunconftant Lover, 

P Aire is my love, but not fo faire as fickle, 

Wilde as a Dove, but neither true nor truftjc. 

Brighter them glaffe,and yet as glaflc is brittle,, 

Softer th*i wax,and yet as Iron rufty ; 

A lilly pale,wich daonask'c die to grace her. 

None fairer,nor none falter to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath fhe joyned, 

Betwecne each kiffe her oathes of true love fwearing t 
How many tales to pleafe me hath (he coyned, 
Dreading*my love,rhe Iofl'e thereof flill fearing. 

Yet in the midft of all her pure proteftings. 

Her faith, her oathes,hcr teare$,and all were jeaftings. 

She burnt withlove, as draw with fire flameth. 

She burnt out love, as foone asftraw out burneth; 

She fram’d the love, and yet fhe foyld the framing* 

She bad love laft,and yet (he fell a turning. 

Was this a lover,or a Letcher whether ? 

Bad in the beft*though excellent in neither. 



Tht 




Poems. 



The benefit of Friendjhip. 

Hen to the Scflions of fweet (ilent thought, 

W j fummon up remembrance of things pad, 

I figh the lacke of many a thing I fought. 

And with old woes new waile m v dearc times wafle / 
Then can I drownc an eye (unus’d to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths datelefle night. 
And weepe a frc(h loves Jong fince canceld woe* 

And uioane th’expencc of many a vaniflit fight# 

Then can I greevc at gree vances foregone. 

And heavily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone, 

VVhich I new pay, as if not payd befora. 

But if the while I rhinke on thee (deare friend) 

A 11 lofles are reftor’d,and forrowes end. 

Thy bofomeis indeared with all hearts. 

Which I by lacking have fuppofed dead. 

And there raignes Love and all Loves loving parts. 
And all thofe friends which I thought buried. 

How many a holy and obfequious teare 
Hath deare religiots love ftolac from mine eye. 

As intereft of the dead, which now appeare. 

But things remov’d that hidden in there lye. 

Thou arc the grave where buried lovedoth jive. 

Hung with the Trophies of my lovers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did give. 

That due of many, now is thine alone. 

Their images 1 lov’d, I view in thee. 

And cboufall they) haft all the all of me; 
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If thou furv:v£ my well contented day^ 

When that ctturle death my faonei with duft (hall coyei 
And (halt hy fortune once more rc-furvay : 

Thefe poore rude lines of thy deceafed Lover: 
Compare them with the hett’ring of the time. 

And though they be out-ftript hy every pen, 

Refervc them for my love, not for their rime. 
Exceeded by the hight of happier men. 

Oh then vouchfafe me but this loving thought. 

Had my friends Mufcgrowne with t hig growin jage, 
A dearer birth then this his love had brought 
To march in ranches of better equipage : 

But (incc he dyed and Poets better prove. 

Theirs for their ftile iie read,his for his love. 




Friendly concord. 



tF Muficke and fwcet Poetrie agree, 

X A* they iruift needs (the Sifter and the brotherj 
Then muft the love be great twixt thee and me, 
Becaufe thou lov’ft the onc,and I the other, 
Rowland to thee is deare,whofc heavenly touch 
Vpon the Lute, doth ravifli humane fenfe : 

Spencer to me.whofe deepe Conceit is fudh. 

As palling all conceit, needs no defence. 

Thou lov’ft to heare the fweet melodious found, 
That Thccbzi Lute (the Queene of Muficke) makes 
And I in deepe delight am chiefly drownd. 

When as himfclfc to finging lx betakes. 
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Poems* 

Qjig God is God of both (as Poets f^uiej 
One Knight loves Both,and both in thee remains 



Inhumanitie. 

r Aire was the mornc,Vfhcn the faire Queene ofLove,* 
* Paler for forrow then her milke white Dove, 

For Adm fake,a youngftcr proud and wilde, 

Herftand (he takes upon a fteepeup hill. 

Anon Adenii comes with home and hounds. 

She (illy Queene,withmore then loves good will. 
Forbad the boy he (hwld not patfe thofe grounds. 
Once (quoth (he) did I fee a faire fweet youth 
Here in thefe brakes, deepe wounded with a Boare, 
Deepe in the thigh a fpeftacle of ruth. 

See in my thigh (quoth (he) here was the fore. 

She fhewed hers, he faw more wounds then one, 
And blafhingfted,and left her all alone. 



A congratulation „ 

jf-JO w can my Mufe want fub je A to invent 

While thou doft breath that powr’ft into mv Vcrfe, 

Thine owne fweet argument, too excellent. 

For every vulgar paper to rehcaric : 

Oh give thy (elfc the thankes if ought in me. 

Worthy perufall ftandagainft thy light, 

For 




Poems* 

For who’s fo dumbe that cannot write to thee. 

When thou thy felfe doft give invention light ? 

Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in worth 
Then thofe old nine which rimers invocate. 

And he that cals on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternall numbers to out- live long date. 

If my flight Mufe doe pleafe thefe curious dayes. 
The paine be mine, but thine fhall be the praife. 

Oh how rhy worth with manners may I fing. 

When thou art all the better part of me ? 

What can mine ovvne praife to mine owne felfe brin° 
And what is’t but mine owne when I praife thee, 
£vcnfor this,Iet us devidedlive, 

And our deare love loofe name of fingle one. 

That by this fepatation I may give : 

That due to thee which thou dcferv’ft alone i 
Oh abfence what a torment wouldft thou prove. 
Were it not thy fourc leifure gave fweet leave. 

To entertainethe time with thoughts oflove, 

.Which time and thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive. 
And that thou teacheft how to make one twainc«> 
By prayfing him here who doth hence remaine. 
Take all my loves, my love,ycatake them all. 

What haft thou then more then thou hadft before ? 
No love,my love, that thou mayft true love call. 

All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more ; 
Then if for my love,thou my love received:, 

1 cannot blame thee,for my love ihou-ufeft, 

Bur yet be blam’d, if thou this felfe deceavc ft 
By wilfull tafte of what thy felfe refufeft. 

3 doe forgive thy robb’ry gentle cheefe 
Although thou ftcale thee all my povertie ; 



Poems. 

And yet love knowes it is a greater griefe 
To beare loves wrong, then hates knowne injury, 
Lafdvious grace, in whom all ill well fliowes, 
t Kill me with fpighes yet we muff cot be foes 

i _ > ■ ■■ ? T — 1 * * **+ 



Lojfe andgaine , 

»T^Hofe pretty wrongs thatlibertic commits, 

* When I am fome times abfent from thy heart£ 

Thy beautie,and thy yearcs full well befits. 

For full temptation foliowes where thou ait. 

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be wonne, 

Beautious thou arr, therefore to be aflailed. 

And when'a woman wooes,what womans fonnej 
Will fourely leave her till he have prevailed. 

Aye me 3 buc yet thou mightft my featc forbeare. 

And chide thy beautie, and thy ftraying youth. 

Who lead thee in their ryot even there 
Where thou art forc’t to break a twofold truth : 

Hers by thy beautie tempting her to thee* 

Thine by thy beautie being falfe to me. 

That thou haft her it is not ail my griefe. 

And yet it may be fayd I lory’d her deare ly. 

That fne hath thee is of my way ling cheefe, 

A leffe in love that touches me more neerely. 

Loving offendors thus I will excufe yee. 

Thou doe ft love her, becaufc thou knowft I love her. 
And for my fake even fo doth fiie abufe me. 

Suffering my friend for my fake to approve her. 
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Yoetnf. 

If I loofe thee, my Ioffe is my loves gairie, 

And loofing her, my friend hath found tint Ioff^ 
Both findc each otber,and I loofe both twaine, 
And both for my fake lay on me this croffe. 

But here’s the jov> my friend and I arc one, 
•Sweet flattcry,thcn fhee loves but me alone. 



F eo li[h difdaine* 

yrEftuA with Adonis fitting by her, 

Vnder a Mirtle (hade began to wooe him, 

She told the youngling how gbd Mars did cry her. 
And as he fell to her,ihe fell to him. 

Even thus (quoth fhe) the warlike god embrac’t mc 5 
And then fhe dipt ji donk in her arrties : 

Even thus (quoth fhc) the warlike god unlac’t me. 
As if the boy fhould ufe like loving charmes : 

Even thus (quoth fhe) he feiz^d on my lippes. 

And with her lips on his did aft the ftizure ; 

And as fhe fetched breakaway be skips. 

And would not take her meaning nor her pleafure* 
Ah, chat I had my Lady at this bay : 

To kiffe and clip me till I run away. 



Ancient Antipthy, 

£^ahbed age and youth cannot live together, 
. % T / Youthi$ full ofpleafance. Age is full of care^ 



Vo'ems .* 

Youth like futamcr morne. Age like winter weather^ 
Youthhke fummer brave, Age like winter bare. 
Youth is full of fjsorr. Ages breath is fhbtr. 

Youth is nimble. Age i$ lame. 

Youth is hot and bold, Age is Wcake and cold* 

Youth is wild, and age istanhe. 

Age I doc abhor thee, Youth I doe adore theo> 

O my love my love is young ; 

Age I doe defie thee,Oh fweet Shcphcard hie thee i 
For rac thinks thou ftaies too long. 



Beauties v da at ion » 

JDEautie i* but a vaineand doubtfoll gc&d, 
j'V Alining glofle,that vadeth fuddainly, 

A flower chat dies, when full it gins to bud* 
A brittle glaffc^hat’s broken prefently. 

A doukfull good,t gloffe,a2lafle,a flower? 
Loft,vaded,broken,deadwithin an houre. 
And as goods loft, 3rc feld or never found* 

As vaded gloffe no rubbing will refrdh* 

As flowers dead, lie withered oa the ground, 
Asbroken glaffe no fymdnt can redreflfe* 

So beautic blemiftit once,for ever loft, 

»a fpite of phiffeke, painting, painc and coft* 



Youth 
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Poems, 

Melancholy thoughts} 

»F the dull fiibftancc of my flcfhwerc thought, 
•*Injnriousdiftance (hould not flop my way. 

For then difpight of fpace I would be brought. 

From limits tarre remote,, whercthou dooft ftafyii 
No matter then although my foote did (land 
Vpon the fartheft earth rcmoov'd from thce» 

For nimble thought can jumpe both fea and land. 
As foone as thinke the place where he would be. 

But ah, thought kills me that I am not thought 
To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone. 
But that fo much of earth and water wrought, 

I mud attend, times leafure with my mone« 
Receiving naughts by elements foil oe. 

But heavy cearcs^badges of eithers woe,. 

The other two, flight ayre,and purging fire. 

Are both with thee, where ever I abide. 

The firft iny thought 3 thc othermy defire, 

Thefe prefent abfent with fwife motion Aide. 

For when thefe quicker Elements arc gone 
In tender Embaflieof love to thee, 

My life being made offoure,with two aloiic, 

Sinkes downe to death, opprefc with melancholy. 
Vntill lives compoficion'be recured. 

By thofe fwift meffengers return’d from thee, 

Who even but now come backe againe affured* 

Of their faire healtb,rccoumingit to me. 

This told, I joy, but then no longer glad, 

I fend them back againe and ftraight grow fad. 



poorness . 

■ * 

Loves Loft* 

MVeet Rofc, faire flower, untimely pluckt, foone vaded^' 
^Phikt in the bud, and vaded in the fpring ; 

Bright Orient pearlc,alacke too timely (haded. 

Fa ire creature, kild too foone by Death's fharpe fling £ 

' Like a greene plumbe that hangs upon a tree ; 

And fals (through windc) before the fall fhould be* 

] wcepe for chee,and yet no caufe I have. 

For why $ thou lefts me nothing in thy Will > 

And yet thou lefts me more then I did crave* 
for whv : I craved nothing of thee ftiii ; 

O yes (dcare friend) I pardon crave of thee,' 

T&y difeontent thou drdft bequeath io me. 



Loves Reteef e. 

|JV1; many a Morions morning have I few. 
Flatter the mountains tops with fovmisne eve. 
K.ffiog with golden face the meddowes greehe $ 
Gild? ns pAc. flreames with heavenly alcumy : " 
Anon permit the bafeft clouds to ride. 

With ougly rack on his celeftiali face ? 

And from the forlorne world his vifage hide; 
dealing unfecne to well with this difgrace • 

Eyen fo my Sunne one early snorne did (hint. 

With jH t r i umpha ru fpkn d cron rnybro w, 
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But out alack, he wasbut one houre mine* 

T It region cloude hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for this, my love no whit difdaincth. 

Suns of the world may ftainc, when heavens fun ftayn 
Why didft thou promife fetch a beautious day, 

And make me travaile forth without my cloakcj 
To let bafe clouds orttake me in my wav# 

Hiding thy brav’ry in their rotten fmoke, 

Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breakc. 

To dry the raine on my ftoime-beatcn face. 

For no man well of fuch a falve can fpeake. 

That healcs the wound, and cures not the difgracc : 

Nor can chy fliame give phificke to my griefe. 

Though thou repent, yet 1 have ftjll the Ioffe, 
Th’offenders forrow lends but wcakc reliefe 
To him that bearesthc ftrong offences Ioffe. 

Ah but thofc teares are pearle which thy lovcflieedi, 
And they are rich, and ranfomeall ill deeds. 

No more be greev’d at that which thou haft done. 

Roles have thornes,and filver fountaines mud. 

Clouds and eclipfcs thine both Moone and Sunnc, 

And loathfomc canker lives in fwceteftbud. 

All men m3ke faults , and even I in this. 

Authorizing thy trefpas with compare. 

My felfc corruptingfalving thy amiffe, 

Excusing their fins more then their fins are : 

For to thy fenfuall f.mlt 1 bring in fence. 

Thy adverfe parrie is thy Advocate, 

And gainft my felfe a lawful! plea commence. 

Such civill war is in my love and hate. 

That I an acceffary needs muft be. 

To thatfwcet theefewhichfourclyrobs from me. 

Vnanirit, 



Poems. 



Vrumivutit . 



L Et me confeffe that we two muft be twainc. 

Although our underided loves are one : 

So ihall tl-ofe blots that do with me remaine. 
Without thy hclpe,by me be borne alone. 

In our two loves there is but one refpeft, 

’ Though in our lives a feperable fpight, 

Which though it alter not loves foie effeft, 

Yet doth it fteale fWecc homes from loves delight : 
I may not ever more acknowledge thcc, 

Lcaft my bewailed guilt fliould doc thee (hame t 
Nor thou with publike kindneffc honour me, 
Vnleffe thou take that honour from thy name % 
But doe not fo,I love thee in fuch fort. 

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report. 

As a decrepit father takes delight, 

To fee his active child doe deeds of youth, 

So I, made lame by Fortunes dcareft fpight 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether bcautie, birth 3 or wcalth,or wit , 

Or any of tbefe all, or all, or more 
Imiclcdin their parts do crowned fit# 

I make my Iqvc ingrafted to this ftorc : 

So then I am not hme t poore, nor difpis’d* 

Whilft that this (hadow do,th fuch fubftancegivCj 
I That I in thy aboundancc an fufhe’d. 

And by a part of all thy glory live : 

Looke what it bclhthat beft I wiflhin thee. 
This wifh I baycjthen ten times happy me* 

Cj 



Loath 
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Loath to depart* 

(QOod njg!it,good reft,ah neither be my fhare. 

She bad good night, that kept my reft away * 

And daft me to a cabben hangdc with care: 

To defcant on the doubts of my decay. 

Farewell (quoth fte) and come againe to morrow :• 
Fare well I could not 3 for I fupt with forrow. 

Yet at my parting fwectly did (lie fmile. 

In fcorne or friendfhip,nill I confter whether : 

^Tmay be fhe joyd to jeaft at my exile. 

3 Tooay be againe,to make me wander thither. 

Wander (a word;) for (hadowes like my felfe. 

As take the. paine, but cannot plucke the pelfe. 

Lord how mine eyes throw gates to the Eaft, 

My heart doth charge the watch, the morning rife 
Doth feite each moving fence from idle reft. 

Not daring truft the office of mine eies. 

While Philomela Cits and fings,I fit and marke, 

And wifh her layeS were tuned like the Larke. 

For ffiedothwelcomeday-light with her ditty, 

A nd drives away darke dreaming night • 

The night fo packt,I poft untomy pretty , 

Hart hath his hope, and eies their wiffied fight. 

Sorrow chang’d to folace,and folace mixt with forrpWj 
For why, {he fight, and bad me come to morrow. 
Were I with her,the night would poft too foone. 

But now are minutes added to the houres : 

To fpite me now, each minute feemes an houre, 

Yet n 0 t for sn€ ; ihjnc Spnnc to fuccour flovyers* 



Poems . 

Pack night peepe day, good day of night now borrow. 
Short night to night,and length thy Iclfe co.mocrowi • 



of M after* peece. 

Ttyrine eye hath play’d the Painter and hath fteeld, 
‘‘Thy beauties forme in table of my hcdrt>; nt i 
; My body is the frame wherein ti sheld, 

And perfpedivcit is beft Painters Art. 

For through the Painter muft you fee his skill* 

To finde where your true Image pictur’d lies. 

Which in my bofomes (hop is hanging ftill. 

That hath his windowes glazed with thine eyes : 
Now fee what good-turnes eyes for eyes have done a 
Mine eyes have drawne thy (hape,and thine for me 
Arc windowes to my breft, where through the Sun 
Del ights to peepe, to gaze therein on thee 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
They draw but what they fee, know not the hcarr, 



Happinejfcin content, 

J^Et thofe who are in favour with their ftars* 
^Of pubbke honour and proud titles boft, 

W hi I ft I whom fortune of fucb tryumph ban 
i Valooktforjoyinth* Ihonourmoft, 
pal' * ~ c 4 
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©rest Princes favorites their faire leaves fpread* 
But as the Marigold at the funs eye, 

And in themfelves their pride lies buriedg 
*QT at a frovyncthey in their glory die. 

The painefull warrier famofed for worth* 

After a thoufand vi&ories once foild. 

Is from the booke of honour razed quite. 

And all the reft forgot for which he toild; 
Then happy J that love and am be Joyed * 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed. 



A dptifuR McJJage. 

J^Ord of my love, to wfom in vaffalage 
Thy merit hath my dutie ftrongly knit: 

To thee l fend this written ambaftaoc 
To witnefle dutie,not to (hew my wit. 

IDutie fo great,which wit fo poore as mine 
Way make leeme bare, in wanting words to fhew it 5 
?ut that I hope fome good conceit of thine 
In thy foules thought (all naked; will bellow it • 

1 ill whatlaeverftar that guides my movinsr 
Points on me graqoufly wjthfaire sfpefty 
And puts apparrall on my tottered loving. 

To Ihow me worthy of their fweec refpeft 

’T u en J na ^ ^ daIe t0 how I doe love thee, 

Till then, not (how my head where thoumaill proven! 
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Gee and come quick Ip' 

UOw hcavie doc I journey ©n the way, 
when what I fecke (my weary travels end) 

Doth teach that eafe and that repofe to fay. 

Thus farre the miles are meafurdc from thy friend. 
The bcaft that beares me, tired with my woe. 

Plods dully on, to be are that weight in me. 

As if by fome inftind the wretch diddcnow 
His lidcr lov’d not (peed being made from thee : 
The bloody fpurre cannot provoke himon, 

That fomc-times anger thrufts into his hide. 

Which heavily he anfwers with a grone, 

More (harpe to me then fpurring to his ffde. 

For that fame groanc doth put this in my mind. 
My greefe lies onward and my joy behind. 

Thus can my love excufe the (low offence. 

Of my dull bearer, when from thee t fpeed. 

From where thou art, why ihould I haft me thence. 
Till I teturne of polling is no neede. 

O what excufe will my poore beaft then find. 

When fwift ememitiecan feemebutflow, 

SwhJlfi I I pUITe * hou K h T, 0Untcd on che wind . 

In Winged fpeed no motion fin! 1 1 know, 
hen can nohorfcwiA my defile keept pace, 
Therefore oefire (o f per fett, love being made) 
ill neigh no dull flefh in his fiery race. 

But loxe tor lo ve ,thus lhall excufe my jade, 
ornce from thee going, he went wilfull flow, 

• owards t ‘ 3cc ilf run, and give hint leave to goc. 



Tuft 
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Two /aithfuB friends* 

A/Tlne eye and heart are at a mortall wane, 

^ VA Howtodev!detheconqucftoftby fight. 

Mine eye, my heart their pi Aures fight would barren 
My heart, mine eye the frccdonae of that right, 

My heart doth plead that thou in him doft lye, 

(A clofet neyer pe?.i ft with chriftalleycs) 

3^ ut the defendant doth that plea deny, 

And (ayes in him their faire appearance lies* 

To fide this titleis impannelled 
A queft of thoughts, all tcnnants to the heart. 

And by their verdiA is determined 
The cleeie eyes moyitic,and the deare hearts part. 
As thus. mine eyes due is their outward part 
And my hearts right,their inward love of heart. 
Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is tookc. 

And each doth good turnes now unto the other. 
When that mine eyeisfamifht for alookc. 

Or heart in love with fighes himfelfe doth fmother • 
With my loves piAurc then my eye doth f caft, 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart .* 
Another time mine eye is my hearts gueft. 

And in his thoughts of love doth (hare a part. 

So cither by thy piAurc or my love. 

Thy felfe away, ate prefent Dill with toe. 

For thou not farther then my thoughts canft move. 
And I am ftill Aviththem,and they with thee. 

Or if they fteepe,thy pi Sure in my fight 
A wakes my heart, to. hearts and cycsdehghc. 



Poems. 

Cmlejfe ntgltft * 

H Ow carefull was I when! taoke my way. 

Each trifle under trueft barresto thruft. 

That to my ufc it might unufed day 
y rom hands of falfehood, in fure wards of truft ? 

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles arc, 

Moft worthy com fort, now my greateft griefe. 

Thou bed of deereft, and mine onely care, 

( Art left the prey of every vulgar theefe. 

Thee have l notlocktup inanycheft* 

Save where thou art not, though I feele thou art, 
Within the gentle clofure of my bred. 

From whence at pleafure thou maift come and part. 
And even thence thou wilt be ftoifie I feare, 

For truth piooves thcevifh for a prize fo deare* 



Stottte refohtion. 






A Gainft that time (if ever that time come) 
**Whcn I (hall fee thee frowne on my defeAs* 
When as thy love hath caft his utmoft fumme, 
Cald to that audite by advis’d refpeAs, 

Agamft that time when thou fhalt ftrangely pafle s 
And fcarccly greete me with thatfunne thine eye# 
When love converted from the thing it was 
Shall reafisns finde of fetled gravitic. 




Toetnsl — 

Agalnft that time doc I in fconce me here 
Within the knowledge x>f mine owne defart. 

And this my hand, again# my felfc upreare. 

To guard the lawfull reafons on thy part. 

To leave poore me,thou haft the ftrength of lattes, 
Since why to love, I can al'cdge no caufc. 



A DueU. 

TT was a Lordings daughter, 

■“■The faireft one of three 

That liked of her maftcr 5 as well as well might be* 

Till looking on an En^liihman, 

The faireft eye could fee. 

Her fancy fell a turning . 

Long was the combat doubtfull* 

That love with love did fight. 

To leave the matter iovelcfle,or kill the gallant Knight* 
To put in pradife eythcr,alas it was a fpite 
Vnto the filly damfcll. 

But one muft be refufed,morc mickle was the paine. 

That nothing could be ufed,to turnc them both to gaine, 
For of the two the trufty knight was 
Wounded with difdaine, 

Alas fiie could nothelpe it- 

Thus art witharmes contending, was vi&or of the day. 
Which by a gift of learning, did beare the maid away. 
Then lullaby the learned man hath got the Lady gay, 

For now my foog is cndcd 0 

Lm 





Teem: : 
Leve-fickel 

r\S a day (alacke the day) 

^Love wliofc month was ever May? 
Spied a blofTome patting faire. 

Playing in the wanton ayre$ 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 
All unfeene gan pattngc find, 

That the lover (ficke to death) 

Wifiit himfel fc the heavens breath, 

Ay re (quoth he) thy cheeks may blow* 
Ay re, would I might triumph fo : 

But (alas) my hand hath fworne, 

Nere to plucke thee from thy throne. 
Vow ( a lacked for youth unmeet, 
Youth, fo apt to pluck a fwcet. 

Thou for whom Jove would fwcarc* 
Iwo but an Ethiopc were. 

And deny himfelfe for love 
Turning mortall for thy Love. 



Loves labour loft. 

flock* feede not my Ewes breed not. 
My Rams fpeed not, all is amis : 

Love is dying,Faiths defying. 

Harts denying, caufcr of this* 
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Prims* 

AH my merry ligges are quite foig*r 9 
All my Ladies love if loft (god wot,) 

Where her faith was finitely fiit in Icic* 

There a nay is plac’t without remove. 

One filly erode, wrought all my lode,' 

O frowning fortune curfed fickle dame 5 - 
Tor now 1 feejinconftancy, 

More in women tl en in men remaineo 
In blacke mourne I, all feares fcornc I, 

Love hath forlorneme living in thrall : 

Heart is bleeding, all ficlpe needing, 
Ocr^ellfpeeding, draughted with gall* 

.My fepheards pipe can found no dcale. 

My Weathers bell rings dolefull knell, 

My curtailc Dogge that wont to have plaid, 
Elates not at all but femes afraid* 

With fighes fo decpcjprocures to wcepe, 

In howling wife, to fee my doleful 1 plight* 
How fighes re found through heard efle ground 
Like a thoufand vanquifiit men in bloudie 6gh r *= 
' 'kare wells fpring notjfwcet birds fing nor, 
Greene plants bring hot forth their die, 

(feds fhnds.weeping, flockesallflecping? 
Nlmphes blacke peeping fear efully : 

AH <oar pkafiire knowne to us poore fwaine* : 

AH our merry meeting* on the plained, 

AH our evening fport from us is fled. 

All our love is loft,{or love is dead. 

Farewell fweet love thy like nere was. 

For a fweet content the catifc of all my woo 
Poore Coridon muft live alone, 

Other helpc for him I fee that there as none- 



Tetmsl 

Whole feme cmnfc^ 

yri Hen as ti ine eye hath chofe the Dame, 

YV And fialde the dcare that thou fhtMjJ ft Jlrikc 
let veafon rule things worthy blame. 

As well as fancy (partly all might ) 

Take counfcll of fbme Wife head. 

Neither too young,nor vet unwed. 

And when thou com ’ft thy tale to tell. 

Smooth net thy tongue with hied railr, 

Leaft fiie fome fubriii pra'dife fmdj ; 

A Cripplefoone can fihde a halt, 

But phindy fay thou iovft her well, 

And let her perfon forth to tale. 

What though her frown ing brfcwej be hen t 
Her cloudy lookes v^ilJcalme creH'igftt, 

And then too late the will repent, ‘ 

Thar thus difiemblt'd her delight* 

And twice defire era ic be day, 

I Thar which with feornefne put 
l y !l « ‘i'Ough (be drive to try her fa r !h b. 

• And baa and hraule,an,J fav thee nav; 

5Irr feeble force will yetto at irno-f,, 

VVhen craft hath taught her thus^o Tayi 
I Had women beene f 0 ftrong as men. 

In faith yon had not had it then, 

And to her will frame all thy vayey, 
iSpsre not to fpend , 3 rid chiefly there* 
jWncte f hy defart mav merit praifc 
r> ri:; 3‘ ,! g ia thy Lsdies care- 




~ Viimil 

The firongeft caftle,towcr and town^ 
The golden bullet beats it downs. 

Serve alwayes with aflured trad. 

And in thy fute be humble true, 

Vnleffe thy Lady prove unjuft,, 

Preaf* never thou to chufe a new : 

When time (hall fervCjbe thou not flacky 
To proffer though (he put it back. 

The wiles and guiles that women worke, 
Diffembled with an outward £hew : 

The tricks and toyes that in them iurkc. 
The Cock that treads them (hall not know* 
Have you not heard it faid full oft, 

A Womans nav doth (land for nought. 
Thinke women (till to drive with men 5 
To finne and never for to Saint, 

There is no heaven (by holy then) 

When time with age (hall them attaint, 
Werekiffes all the joyes in bed. 

One woman would another wed. 

But foft enough, too much I feare, 

Lead that my midreffe heare my fong. 

She will not dicke to round me on there. 
To teach my tongue to be fo long : 

Yet will fe ^uflijhere be it faid* 

To kearc her fecrets fo bew raid. 



Vo'emtt jt 



Sdt frnjfel 

S lnneof felfe-love poffeffeth all mine eyej 
And all my foule,and all my every part $ 

And for this (inne there is no remedy, 

Ic is fo grounded i award in my heart. 

Me thinkes no face fo gracious is as mine, 
Nolhapefo true, no truth of fuch accounr, 

And for my felfe mine owne worth doe define* 
As [ all other in all worths fur mount. 

But when my glafle (hewes me my felfe indeed 
Bcated and chopt with tand antiquicie. 

Mine owne felfe love quite contrary I read 
Selfe/o felfe loving were iniquitie, 

*f is thee ( my felfe) that for my felfe I praife. 
Painting my age with beautie'of thy dayes. 



A living monument, 

jS^Otmarble 5 hor theguilded monument. 

Of Princes (Hall ouc-live this powerful! rim?, ; 

But you (hall (hme more bright in thefc contents 
Then unfwept ftone,befmeer*d with (lutctfh time. 

.} 1 When waftefull warre {hall Statues overturne. 

And broyles roote out the worke of rmfonry. 

Nor Man his fword, nor warres qui^ke fire (hall burne : 
The living record of your memory. 



SBiSSB 
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Gainft death,and all oblivious emnitie 
Shall you pace forth, your praife fhall ftill finde roome 
Even in the eyes of all poftericie , 

That were this world out to the ending doome. 

So till the judgement that your felfe arife, 

You live in this,and dwell in lovers eyes. 



F&miliarttit breeds contempt, 

go am I as the rich whofe blefled key. 

Can bring him to his Tweet uplocked treafure. 
The which he will not cv’ry hower furvay, 

For blunting the fine point offeldomepleafurc, 
Therefore are feafts lo follemne and fo rare. 
Since feldome coenming in the long yeare ftt. 
Like {tones of worth they thinly placed are. 

Or captainc Iewells in the carconet. 

So is the time that keepes you as mv chert, 

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide* 
To make Tome fpcciall inftantfpcciall bleft. 

By new unfoulding his imprifon’d pride* 

Blefled are you whofe worthinefle gives fcope. 
Being had to tryumph, being lackcto hope. 



Tatiens Ar mat us, 

JS it thy wiilj thy Image fhould keepe open 
My heavie eyelidito the weary niehc ? 

Doil 




To'imess 

j)oft thou defire my (lumbers fliould be broken,, . 
While (hadowes like to thee doe mocke my fight/ 

Is it thy fpirit that thou Tend’d from thee 
Sofarrc from home into my deeds to pry. 

To finde out {frames and idle houres in me. 

The fcope and tenure of thy Iealoufie? 

O no, thy love though much, is not fo great^’ 

Jtismv love that keepes mine eye awake, 

Mine owne true love that doth my reft defeat, 

To play the watch-man ever for fhy fake. 

For thee watch I,whilft thou doft wake elfe-wher^ 
From me farre of, with others all too nearc* 



a r mutton, 

0 longer mourne for me when I am dead, 

^ Then you (hall heare the Turly fullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world with vildeft wormes to dwell 5 
Nayifyou read this line, remember not. 

The hand rhat wrir it,jfbr I love you fo, 

That I in your fweet thoughts would be forgot* 
Ifthinkingon me then fliould makeyou woe, 

0 if (I fay) you looke upon this verfe, 

When I ("perhaps) compounded am with cla y* 

Doc not fo much as my poore name reherfe j 
But let your love even with my life decay, 
heart the wife world (hould looks into your moue* 
And mocke you with me after [ am gone, 

D a 
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Poem, 

O Leaft the world fhould faske you torecitc 3 ' 

W hat merit liv’d in me that you (hould loue 
After my death(deare love) forget me quite, 

For you in me can nothing worthy prove. 

Vnlefle you would devife fome vertuous Jye> 

To doe more for me then mihe ownc deferr. 

And hange more prayfeupon deecqfed I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly mjpart ♦ 

O leaft your true love may feeme falfe in this ; 

That you for love fpeake well of me untrue. 

My name be buried where my body is, 

A nd live no more to fliarae nor me,nor you. 

For I am (hamd by that which I bring forth. 
And fo (hould you,to love things nothing worth,' 
But be contented when that fell areft. 

Without all bay le (hall carry me away, 

My life hath in this line fome intereft, 

Which for memorial! ftillwith thee (hall flay. 
When thou reviewed this, thou doft review. 

The very part was confccrate to thee, 

The earth can have but earth, which is his due, 

My fpirit is thine the better part of me, 

So then thou haft’ but loft the dregs of life. 

The prey of wormes, my body being dead. 

The coward conqueft of a wretches knife. 

To bafe of thee to be remembred . 

The worth of that, is that which it containes. 
And that is this, and this with thee rcmainci , 1 



Poemf, 

Nit magnUlttvidia. 

T Hat thou art blam'd Chill not be thy defeft. 

For (landers marke was ever yet the faire, 

1 The ornament of beautie is fufpeft, 

A Crow that flies in heavens fweeteft ayre. 

So thou be good, (lander doth but approve. 

Their worth the greater being woo*d of time. 

For Canker vice the fweeteft budscothlove. 

And thou prefent’ft a pure unftayned prime. 

Thou haft paft by the ambufh ofyoung dayes, 

Hither not alfaild, or vi<ftor being charg’d, 

Yetthis thy praife cannot be fo thy praife. 

Tot ve up envy, evermore inlarged, 

Jffome fufpeft of ill maske not thy (how. 

Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts (houldft owe. 



Love-pike, 

qHow 1 faint when I of you doe write, 
Knowing a better fpirit doth ufc your name. 
And in the pray(e thereof fpends all his might, 
To make me tongue-tide (peaking of your fame. 
But fince your worth ( wide as the Ocean is} 

The humble as theproudeft fade doth bearc* 

My fawfie barke (inferior farre to his) 

On your broad maine doth wjlfully appears 



Poems* 

Your (halloweft helpc will hold me up a floatc? 

Whilft he upon your foundlefTe dcepc doth ride* 

Or fbeing wrackt) I am a wortMcffc boate. 

He of tall building,and of goodly pride. 

T hen if he thrive and I be caft away 
The worft was this* mv love was my decay. 

Or I (hall live your Epitaph to make. 

Or you furvive when I in earth um rotten. 

From hence your memory death cannot take, 

Although in me each part will he forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortail iite (hall have. 

Though I fonce gone,) to all the world muft dye ? 

The earth canyeelu me but acommon grave, 

When you intombed in mens eves (hall lie. 

Your monument (hall be my gentle verfe. 

Which e) es not yet created {lull ore-read. 

And tongues to be, your being (hall rehearfe. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead 3 
You ftill (hall live (fuchvertue hath my Fen) 

Where breath moft breaths, even in the mouths of men. 



7 be ViSiure of true love . 

Y Et me not to the marriage of true mindcs 
^Admit impediments, love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration Andes, 

Or bends with the remover to remove* 

O no, it 19 anevcrBxed marke 

That lookes on tempefts and is never (hakens* 



Poems. 

T t is the ftaire to every wandring barke, 

VVhofe worths unknowne, although his faight betaken; 
Lov’s not Times foole,thoughro(ie lips and checks 
Wi t hin his.bending (ickles compaflc come. 

Love alters not with his breefe homes and weekes, 

But beares it out even to the edge of doome ; - 
If this be errour and upon me proved, 

* i nev er writmor no man ever loved. 




In prayfe of bis Love. 



* Grant thou wert not married to my Mufe, 

* And therefore mayft without attaint orc-Iooke 
The dedicated words which writers ufc 

Of their faire fubjed,ble(Iing every books. 

Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew. 

Finding thy worth a limmit paft my praife. 

And therefore art inforc d to feekeanew. 

Some frefherftampe of the time bettering dayes. 

And doe fo love, yet when they have devis'd. 

What drained touches Rhetoricb can lend. 

Thou truly faire, wert truly (impathizd$. 

In true plainc words, by thy true telling friend- 
And their groffe painting might be better us’d. 

Where cheekes need blood, in thee it is abus'd. 

I never faw that you did painting need , 

And therefore to your faire no painting fet, 

I found ( or thought I found) you did exceede. 

The barren tender of a Poets debt ; 

Da And 






Po'emi* 

And therefore have l flept in your report. 

That you your felfe being extant well might (how. 

How farre a moderne quill doth come to fhort, 

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow, 

This file nee of my linne you did impute. 

Which (hall be raoft my glory being dmribe. 

For I jmpaire not beautie being mure. 

When others would give life, and bring a tombe* 
l here lives more life in one of your faire eyes. 

Then both your Poets can in praife devife. 

Who is it that fayes moft, which can fay more 
Then this rich praife>that you alone,art you, 

In whole confine immured is the {fore. 

Which (hould example where your equall grew, 

Leane penurie within that Pen doth dwell. 

That to his fubjt ft lends not feme final l glory* 

But he that writes of you if he can tell. 

That ) 0 u are you,fo dignifies his ttory. 
l et him but coppy what in you is writ. 

Not making worfe what nature m;:de focleere, 

-And fuch a counter part (hall fame his writ, 

Making his ftill admired every where. 

You to yoi:r beautious bleffings adde acurfc, 

Being fond on praife,which makes your praifes worfe, 
My tongue tide Mufe in manners holds her ftilj, 

While comments of your praife richly compil’d, 

Rt-ferve their Character with golden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all the Mufe* -fil'd. 

1 thinkegood thoughts, whilft other write good words, 
And like unlettered clerke.fi ill trie Amen 
To every Himne that able fpirit affords, 

Inpohiht forme of well refined pen, 

1 ' 1 ' ' * u Hearn 
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Hearing you pr«fd, I fay Yis lb, \ls true, 

^And to the luoft of praife adde fomething more. 

But rhat is in my thought jWhore love to you 
(Though words come hind-moft) holds his r3nke before. 
Then others, for the breath of words refpeft, 

Me for my dombe thoughts, fpeaking in effeft. 



A Reflation. 

nrrAsit the proud full faile of his great verfr, 
w Bound for theprixe of fall to precious ) you. 

That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearfe. 
Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew ? 
Was it his fpirit,by fpirits taught to write, 

.Above a mortal! pitch, that ffruck me dead f 
No neither he, nor his compiers by night 
Giving 1 im ayck , rav verfe aftonifhed. 

He nor that affable familinrghoft 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence, 

As viftois of my filence cannot boaft, 

I was not ficke of any feare from thence. 

But when your countenance fild up hislfne* 

Then lackt I matcer,thatinfeebled mine. 

Farewell thou art too dcare for my poffefling 
And like enough thou knowft thy eftimate, 

Tie Charter of thy worth gives thee releafing : 

My bonds in thee are all determinate. 

For how doe I hold thee but by thy granting. 

And for that riches where r$ my deferring? 




Teems: 

The c*ufe of this faire guift in me i S wanting^ 
And fo my pattern backe againe is fwerving. 



Thy fclfe thon gav’tt>thy owne worth then not knowing genfleiTe trees 3 they cmnot hearethee, 

kliAn nmt’il ^ _ ■ i /T. T> - .for r J'.ntr im' i I n/>»/iViao«<0 



Or me to whom thou gav’ft itjdfc miftaking? 

So thy great guift upon mifprifion growing. 

Comes home againe, on better judgement making* 
Thus have I had thee as a dreame doth flatter, 

In fleepe a King, but waking no fuch matter. 



Sympathizing love » 

AS it fell upon a Day, 

"in the merry Moneth of May, 

Sitting in a pleafant (hade. 

Which a grove of Myrtles made, 

Beads did leape, and Birds did flng* 
Trees did grow, and Plants didfpnng s 
Every thing did banifb titonc, 

Save the Nightingale alone. 

She ( poere Bird) as all forlorne, 

Leand her breft tfp-till a thorne. 

And there fung the dolefulft Dittie, 
That to heare it was great Pittie, 

Fie, fie, fie, now would (he cry 
Teru,Teru, by and by : 

That to heare her fo complains, 

Scarfe I could from tearesrefraine ; 

For her griefesfo lovely fhowne. 

Made me thinke upon mine owne* 



fft 



Poemsl 

jfa (thought I)thou mournft in vaine. 
Hone takes pitty on thy paine : 



Rutblefie Bcares,they will notchcere thee. 
King Paudion* he is dead : 

All thy friends are lapt in Lead. 

All thy fellow Birds doefing, 

Carelefie of thy forrowisg. 

VVhilft as fickle Fortune fmild. 

Thou and I, were both beguild, 
pvery one that flatters thee. 

Is no friend in mifery : 

Words are eafie,Iikc the wind, 

Faithfull friend, are hard to finde : 

Every man will be thy friend, 

Whilft thou bafle wherewith to fpend i 
Bat if (lore of Crownes be fcanr. 

No man will fupply thy want, 
if that one be prodigal!. 

Bountiful! they will him call t 
And with fuch like flattering, 

Pittie but he were a King , 

If he be addift rovice. 

Quickly him they will intice. 

If to women he be bent, 

They have at Commandemenc 
But if Fortune once doefrowne. 

Then farewell his great renowns 
They that fawnd on him before, 

Vfe his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeedc, 

He will helpe thee in thy neede i 
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Vo'imsl 

If thou forrow,he will weepe ; 

If thou aw 3 ke } he cannot fleepe 2 
Thus of every greefe,in heart 
He, with thee, doth he are a pirr. 
Thefe are cer caine Ggncs,to know 
Faitbfull friend*from flatting foe 



A requefi to bis fcornefullLove, 

yfy Hen thou fhaltbc difpos’dtofetmelight, 

And place my merit in the eye of fcornc, 

V pon chy fide,againft thy ftl fe lie fight, 

And prove thee vertuous, though thou art forfworne: 
With mine owne weakeneffe being heft acquainted, 
Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Of faults conccald,wherein I am attainted* 

That thou in lopfing me,<hall win much glory ; 

And I by this will be a gainer too, 

Torbending all my loving thoughtson thee. 

The injuries that to my felfe I doe, 

Doing thee vantagc>duble vantage me. 

Such is my love, to thee I fo belong, 

That for thy right,my fdfe will bearc all wrong. 
Say t hat thou didft forfakc me for fome fault. 

And I will comment upon that offence, 

Speake of my lamenefte,and I ftraight will hault : 
Againft thy reafons making no defence. 

Thoucanft not (love) difgraceme halfefo ill, 

T° fet a forme upondefired change. 




Tocmt: 

As He my telfe difgrace, knowing thy will,’ 

JvviII acquaintance ftrangle and looke ftrange 2 
Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue, 
Thyfwcet beloovedname no more fhall dwell. 

Lead I (too much prophane) fhould doit wrong: 

And haply of our old acquaintance red. 

For the e, again!! my felfe lie vow debate, 

For I muff nere love him whom thou doft hate* 

‘ Then hate me when thou wilt, if ever, now. 

Now while the world is bent my deeds to erode, 

Joyne with the fpight of fortune, make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after Ioffe : 

Ah doe not, when my heart hath fcapt this forrow. 
Come in the rereward of a conquered woe. 

Give not a windy night a ramie morrow* 

To lingerout a purpofd overthrow. 

If thou wilt leave me,doe not leave me I aft, 

When other pettiegriefes have done their fpighr. 

But in the onftt com e,fo fhali I tafte 
At firft the very worft of fortunes might. 

And other ftraines of woe,which nowfeeme woe,' 
Compar’d with Ioffe of chee s wiil not feeme fo. 

Some glory in their birth , fome in their skill, 

Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 

Some in thei r garments though new- fangl cd ill: 

Some in their Hawkes and hounds, fome in their Horft> 
And every hnmour hath his ad junft pleafurc, 

Wherein itfindes a joy above the reft, 

But thefe particulers are not my mcafure, 

All tliefe I better in one gencrall beft. 

Thy love is better then high birth to me, 
k Richer then wealth, prouder then garments coft. 
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Of more delight then Sawkcs or Horfts be i 
And having thee , of all mens pride i bead. 
Wretched in this alone, that thou rnayd take# 
All this away,and me moil wretched make* 



A Levers ajfeffion though his Love 
mconjlant . 

Jg Vt doe thy word to fteale thy felfe away, 

For tearme of life thou ai t afiured mine. 

And life no longer then my love will day. 

For it depends upon that love of thine. 

Then need t not to feare the word of wrongs 
When in the lead of them my life hath end, 

I fee, a better date to me belongs 
Then that, which on tny humour doth depend. 
Thoucanft not vex me with incortftant minde^ 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie, 

Oh what a happy title doe I flndc. 

Happy to have ih y love* happy to die ! 

But whats fo bleflfed faire that (cares no bbt ? 
Thou maid be falfe,and yet 1 know it not, 

So (hall I live,fuppofing thou art true, 

Like a deceived husband,fo loves face 
May dill feeme love to me, though alter’d new: 

Thy lookes with me, thy heart in other place. 

For their can live no hatred in thine eye* 

Therefore in that I cannot know thy change, 

In manies lookes^che falfe hearts hidory 

J* writ in moods and fro«nesand wrinckks ftrange. 






, Trims. 

But heaven in thy creation did decree^ 

That in thy face I weet leye ihould ever dwell. 

What ere chy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be# 
Thy lookes diould nothing thence,but fweecnefle telL 
How like Evei apple doth thy beau tie grow. 

If thy fweet vertue anfwer not thy •(how. 

They that have power to huri,and will doe none. 

That doe not doe the thing>they mod doediow * 

Who moving others,: te themfefves as done, * 

Vnmoovcd,cold, and to temptation flow c 
They rightly doe inherit heavens graces^ 

And husband natures riches from expence 
They are the Lords and owners of their faces. 

Others, but fte wards of their excellence ♦ 

The fommers flower is to the fommer fweer. 

Though to it fdfe, it Onely live and die, 

But if that flower with bale infedion meete 
The bafcfl weed out-braves his dignitie : * 

For fweer eft things tsirne fowi eft by their deeds, 
Lillies chat feftcr/mel! fsrre worfe then weeds 
How fvveete and iovei v doff thou make the {ham el 
Which like a canker in the fragrantRofe, 

Doth fpot the beautie of thy budding name t 
Oh in what fweets doed thou thy fisnes inclofe / 

That tongue that tells the dory of thydayes. 

Making lafcivious comments on thy fnorrj 
-annotdifpraifejbut in a kind ofpraife, 

Naming thy name,blcfles an ill report. 

[ h w Jj at a manfion have thofe vices sot, 

IC ( or habitation choofe out thee, 
ere beauties vaile doth cover every blor* 
m a “ thi,) S s to fiike #tlMc eyes can fee l 



Take 



■ — 
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Take heede (cleere heart) of this large priviledgej 
The hardeft knife ill u»’d doth loofe his edge. 



Complaint for bis Loves ab fence, 

TTOw like a Winter bath my abfence beenc 
^From thee.the -pleafure of the fleeting yeare f 
What freezings have I felt^whatdnrke daies feene? 
What old Decembers barenefle every where ? 

And yet this time remov’d was fommeis time. 

The teemmg Autumne big with rich increafc* 
Bearing the wanton burthen ofthe prime, 

L ike widdo wed wombes after their Lords deccafc ; 
Yet this aboundant iftue (eem’d to mc> 

But hope of Orphans jand un-fathered fiuite. 

For Sommer and hispleafurcs waite on thee. 

And thou away, the very birds are mute. 

Or if they fing,tis with fo dull a checre , 

That leaves looke pale, dreading the Winters neare. 
From you have I beene abfeRt in the fpring, 

When proud pide Aprill (dreflin all his trim) 

Hath put a fpirit of youth in every thing : 

That heavie Sdturnz Iaught and leapt with him. 

Yet no: thelaies of birds, nor the fwcet ftnell 
Of different flower* in odor and in hew, 

Gould make me any foromers ftory tell : 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies white. 

Nor praife die deepe V crmillion in the Rofc* 



Vo'cmetf 

They were but fweete,but figures oFdelight ; 

Drawnc after you,you patterne of all thofe. 

Yet feem’d it winter ftilh and yck away, 

As with yodr (haddovv I with thefe did play. 

Tk forward violet thus did 1 chide. 

Sweet thcefe whence didft thou fteale thy fwcet that fm£ls 3 
If not from my loves breath.the purple pride, 

Which on thy foft cheeke for complexion dwells ? 

In my loves veintS thou haft too groflely died* 

The Lilly I condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of Marjerom had ftolne thy haite. 

The Rofes fearefully on thornes did ftand. 

Our blufhing (hame, another white difpaire : 

A third nor red, nor white, had ftolne of both. 

And to hisi'obbry hai annexe thy breath. 

But for his theft in pride nf all his growth* 

A vcngcfull canker eate him up to death. 

More flowers I noted, yet I none could fee. 

But fwcet, or colour it had ftolne from thee. 



\yfn invocation to bis Mu ft. 

^yHerc art thou Mufe that thou forget ft fo long. 

To fpeake of that which gives thee all chy might t 
Spendft thou thy fury on fomc worthleflc fong, 

Barkniog thy power to lend bale fubjc&s light. 

Recurne fbrgetfull Mitfe* and ftraight redeeme. 

In gentle number! time fo idcly fpent , 

Sing to the care that doth thy laieaefteeme^ 

And give thy pen both skill and argument, 

E Riftt 







Conftant off eft ton, 

TO me faire love you never can be old, 

A For as you were when fir ft your eye I eydc. 

Such feemes your beautie ftili : Three Winters cold. 

Have from the forrefts ffiooke three fummers pride, 

Three beautious fprings to yellow Autumns turn'd, 

In procefte of the fcafons have I feenc* 

Tte 
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Rife refty Mufe,my loves fwect face furvay, 

If time have any wrinclc graven there. 

If any, be a Satire to decay,. 

And make times fpoiles difpifed every where. 

Give my love fame,fafter then time wafts life? 

So thou prevenft his Sithe,and crooked knife. 

Oh truant Mule what (hall be thy amends. 

For thy negled of truth in beautie di'd ? 

But truth and beautie on my love depends: 

So doft thou too, and Therein dignifi’d : 

Wake aafwer Mulc,wilt thou not haply fay. 

Truth needs noeollour with his ccliour fixe, 
Beautie no penfejl, beauties truth to lay : 

But beft is beftdf never intermix:. 

Becaufe he needs ho praife,wilt thou be dumbe i 
Excufe not fiIenccfo,for’t lies in thee. 

To make her much out-live a gilded tombe • 

And to be prais’d of ages yet to be. 

Then doe thy office mufe,I teach thee how. 

To make her fcemelong hence, as (he ffiowes now. 






V o'imess 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iunes turn'd. 
Since firft I faw you frefh which yet are greene„ 

Ah vet doth beautie like a Dyall h and, 

Stealefrom his figure, and no place perceiv’d. 

So your fweete hew,which me thinkes ftili doth Hand 
Hath motion,a.nd mine eye may be deceaved. 

For feare of which.heare this thou age unbred. 

Ere you were borne wat beatties fummer dead, 
let not my love be cal»d Idolatrie, 

Nor my beloved as an Idoll (how, 

Since all alike my fongs and prayfes be 
To one, of on e, ftili fuch,and ever fo. 

Kind is my love to day, to morrow kind* 

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence 
Therefore my verfe to conftancieconfin’de. 

One thing expreffingjeaves out difference, 

Faire, kinde,and trued* all my argument, 

Faire,kinde and true, varrying to other words. 

And in this change is my invention fpenr. 

Three theames in one, which wondrous fcope affords 
Faire, kinde, and true, have often liv’d alone. 

Which three till now,never kept fcate in one. 

When in the Chronicle of wafted time, 

4 j f l ^ crt P t tons of the faireft wights. 

And beautie making beautifuil old rime, 

Inpraifc of Ladiesdcad, and lovely Knights, 

Then in the blazon offweet beauciesbeft. 

Of hand,offoote,ofIip,of eye, of brow, 

I lee their antique Pen would have expreft. 

Even fuch a beautie as you matter now. 
io all their prayfesare but proph dSes 
this our time, all you prefiguring, 
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And for they loot’d but with divining eyes. 



They had not Hill enough your worth to fing : 

For we which now behold thefa prefenc daycs, 
Haye eyes to wondcr,but lack tongues to praife. 



Amazement* 



iyf Y love is ftrcngthned though more weakc in Teeming 
AYA I love not leffe^though leffe the fhow appeare, 
That love is marchandiz’d,whofc rich efteemjng, 

The owners tongue doth publilh every where. 

Our love was new, and then but in the fpring. 

When I was wont to greet it with my laies. 

As Philomel in Summers front doth fing. 

And flops his pipe in growth of riperdayes: 

Not that the Summer is leffe pleafant now 

Then when her mournefull himmes did hufhthe nighr a 

But that wild snuficke burthens every bow. 

And Tweets growne common loofe their deare delight. 

Therefore like her I fometime hold my tongue : 

Becaufe I would not dull you with my Tong. 

Alack what povercie my MuTe brings forth. 

That having fuch a skope to (how her pride. 

The argument all bare, is of more worth. 

Then when it hath my added praife befide. 

Oh blame me not if I no more can write / 

Looke in your glaffc and there appcarcs a face. 

That overgoes my blunt invention quite, 

Pulling my lines, and doing me diTgracc. 
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Were it not finfull then ft riving to mend. 

To marre the fubjed that before was well. 

For to no other paffc my verfes tend. 

Then of your graces and ycur gifts to tell. 

And more 3 much moreth<nin my verfecan fir, 
Your owne glaffc fhowes you,when you looke in it* 



A Ltvtrs exottfefer bis long ab fence. 



/"\Never fay that I was falfe of heart, 

^Though a bfence feem’d my flame to quallifie. 

As eafie might I from my felfe depart. 

As from my foulc which in thy breftdoth lye: 

That is my home of lovc,if I have rang’d. 

Like him that travels I returnc againe* 

Juft ro the time,not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my felfe bring water for my {bine, 

Nerer beleeve though in my nature raign*d. 

All frailties that befieee all kinds of blood, 

That it could fo prtpoSeropfly be flam'd. 

To leave for nothing a|l thy lumme of good X 
For nothing this wide Vniverfe I call, 

Save thou my Rofe,in it thou art my all. 

Alas’tis true, I have gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view, 

Gofd mine owne thoughts, fold cheape whar is moft deare. 
Made old offences of affc&ions new. 

Moft true it is,that I have loqkt on truth 
Aiconcc and ftrangely ; But by all above, 

E i Thefe 
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Thefe blenches gave my heart another youth i 
A nd worfe aflaies prou’d thee my beft of love. 

Now all ii done,have what fhill have no end, 
jMine appetite I never more will grinde 
On newer proofe,to trie an older friend, 

A'God in love, to whom 1 am confin’d. 

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the beft. 
Even to thy pure and moft moll loving breft. 






complaint, 

/"APormy fake Joe you with fortune clucte, 

^^The guil tie goddefle cf my harmelclTe deeds. 
That did not better for my life provide. 

Then publick meanes which publieke manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand. 

And almoft thence my nature is fubdu’d 
To what it woikes in dike the Byers hand, 

Pitty me rhen,and wifti I were renu de, 

Whilftlike a willihg patient I will drinke. 

Potions of Eyfell gainft my ftrong infe&ion. 

No bitterncife that I will bit^r thinke, 

Nor double pcnnancc to correft corre&ion. 

Pittic me then dearc friend,and I aflure yce* 

Even that your pittie is enough to cure me. 

Your love and pittie doth th’impreffiSn fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall ftampt upon my brow, 
por what caiel who calls me well or ill* 

So you ore-greene my bad^my good alow f 
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You are my All the world,and I muft ft rive. 

To know my ihames and pray fes from your tongue,- 
jsjoneeife to me, nor I to none alive, 

Th at my fteel’d fence or changes right or wrong, 
j n fo profound Abi/me I throw all care 
Of others royces,tfat my Adderjfence, 

To cry wick and to flatterer flopped are : 

Marke how with my negkd I doe difpencc. 

You are fo ftrongly in my purpofe bred, 

That all the world bdideame thinkts y ’are dead. 



S e If e flattery of her hcautie . 

clnce I left you, mine eye is in my minde, 

°And that which governes me to goe about. 

Doth part hisfunftion,and is partly blind, 
Seemtsfecihg,butefte&ually is out: 

For it no forme delivers to the heart 

Of birds, or flower, or (hape which it doth lack. 

Of his quick objc&s hath the mind no part. 

Nor his owne vifion houlcis what it doth catch : 

For iffc fee the rud’ft or gentleft fighr. 

The moft fweet favour or deformedft creature, • 

’I he mountaineer the fea, the day, or night : 

The Crow, or Dove, it fliapeg them to your feature* 

Incapable of more repleat, with you, 

My moft true minde thus makeih mine untrue. 

Or whether doth my minde being crown’d with you 
Drinkc up the monarch? plague this flattery ? 

E 4 Or 
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Or whether Ihalj. I fay mine eye faith true, 

^nd that your love taught it this Alonmic 
To make of mcnfters,and things indige ft, 

Such cherubins as your fwcetfelfe reftmble. 

Creating every bad a perfed beft 
Asfaft as objefls to his bcames aflemble: 

Oh tis the firft, tisflatny in my feeing. 

And my great mind rooft kindly drinkes it up, 

Mine eye wellknowes what with bis guftis greeing, 
And to his pallac doth prepare the cup. 

If it be poifon’d, tis the Icfier finne. 

That mine eye loves it and doth firft beginne. 
Tficfe lines that I b. fore have writ doe lie, 

£ven thofethntfaid l could not love you deerer, 

"Yet then my judgement knew no reafon vyhy. 

My mod full Ha^re ihotild afterwards burne clearer. 
But reckoning time, wi ofe miliiond accidents 
Creepe in twixt vov^s, and change decrees of Kings* 
Tan facied beiutie.blunt the {harp* ft intents, 

Divert ftrong minds to th’courfe of altring things ; 
Alaswhy fearing of times tiranny. 

Might 1 not then fay now I love \ ou beft, 

When I was certaipe ore in.cercaintie. 

Crowning the prefenr^doubting of the reft ; 

Love is a Babe, then might I not fay fo 
To give full growth to tnat which ftill doth grow. 



Try all of loves constancy. 

A Ccitfcme thus, that I havefcanted all, 
f \ Wherein I fliould }qur great defer ts repay, 



Poems. 

y or got upon your deareft love to call, 

VVhereto all bonds doe tie me day by day, 

That I have frequent binne with unknowne minds, 
And given to time your owne dcarc purchaf d right. 
That l have hoyfted faile to all the winds 
Which Ihould tranfport mefarthefi from your fight* 
Booke both my wilfulneffe and errour dovtne. 

And on juft proofe furmife, accumil^te. 

Bring me within the levcll of your frowne, 

But flioote not at me in your wakened hate* 

Since my appeale fayes I did ftrive to proove 
The conftancy and vertuc of your love. 

Like as to make our appetites mere keene 
With eager compounds we ourpallat urge, 

As to prevent our malladics unfeene. 

We ficken ro (bun fickndTe when we purge. 

Even fo being full of your neare cloying fweetneffe. 

To bitter fawces did I frame my feeding i 

And ficke of wel-fare found a.kinde of meetnelTe, 

To be difeaidere that there was true needing. 

Thus pollicie in love t’anticipate 

The ills that werc,not grew to faults allured. 

And brought to medicine a healthfull ftate 
Which ranke of goodneffe would by ill be cured. 

But thence I learne and find the leflon true, * 
Drugs poyfon him that fo fell fickc of you. 

What potions have I drunke of tyten tearei 
BiftiPd from Limbecks foule as hell within. 
Applying feares to hopes, and hopes to fearcs, 
jtill loofing when I faw my felfe to win ? 

S?ir! tcl l cderrorshatl1 m y heart committed. 
Whilft j t hath thought it fclfe fo bleffcd never ? 





Poems: 

How have mine eyes out of their Spheares beene fitted 
In the diftraftion of this madding fever* 

O benefit of ill 3 now I finde true 
Jhat better is, by cvill dill made better. 

And ruin’d love when it is built anew 
Growes fairer then at fit ft, more ftrong,far grearer. 
So I rcturne rebuke to my content. 

And gaine by ills thrice more then I havefpent. 



A good contraction of bis Loves 

Hpkindcnejfe, 

*THat you were cnee unkind befriends me now* 

And for that forrow, which I then did feelc, 

Needcs mud I under my tranfgreffion bow, 

Vnlcffe my^Nerves were brafle or hammered ftcele. 
For if you were by my unkindnefle (haken 
As I by yours, y’have paft a hell of T tme. 

And I a tyrant have no leafure taken 
To waigh how once I fuffered in your crime. 

O that our night of wag might have remembred 
JMy deepeft knce,howhard true forrow hits. 

And foone to you,as you to me then tendred 
The humble falve, which wounded bofomes fits 1 
But that your trefpafle now becomes a fee, 

Mine ranfom* yours 3 and yours mull ranfome me* 

Err 




Poems, 



Err our in opinion. 

T js better to be vile then vile efteemed. 

When not to be, receives reproach of being. 

And the juft pleafure loft, which is fo deemed, 

Not by our feeling ,but bv others feeing. 

For why Ihould others falfe adulterat e\ es 
Give fetation to my fportive blood ? ’ 

Or on my frailties why are frailer (pies $ 

Which in their wils count bad what I th infee good ? 

No, I am that l am, and they that levell 
At coy abufes, reckon up their owne, 

I may be ftraight though they thcmfelves be be veil 
By their rancke thoughts, my deeds muft not be ihowne 
' Vnlefle this generall evill they maincaine. 

All men arc bad and in their badnefle raigne. 



Vpn the receit of a Tabte Booke from 
bis Mijlris. 

THy guiftjthy tables,are within my braine 
Full chara&erd with lafling memory, 

-Which iliaU above that idle ran Ice remains 
Beyond all date even to eternitie. 

Or at the Icaft,fo long as braine and heart 
Have faculticby nature to fubfift, 

Till each to raz'd oblivion yeeld his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be milt : 
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That poore retention could not fo much hold. 
Nor need l tallies thy deare love to fcore. 
Therefore to give them from me was I bold. 
To truft thofe tables that receave thee more, 
Tokeepc anadjunckc to remember thee. 
Were to import forgetfulneflein me. 



AVow. 

^rO ! Time, thou (halt not boaft that I doe change, 
-^Thy pyramvds built up with newer might 
To me are nothing no veil, nothing Grange, 

They are but dreflings of a former fight : ' 

Our dates are breefe,and therefore we admire. 

What thou deft foy ft upon us that is old, 

And rather make them borne to our defire, 
Thenthinke that we before have hpard them told * 
Thyregiftcrs and thee I both defie. 

Not tvondring at theprefent nor the paft. 

For thy records, and whar we fee doth lye. 

Made more or It fie by thy continual! hade 2 
This I doe vow and this (hall ever be, 

I will be true difpight thy Sithe and thee. 



Lives fafetie. 

IF my deare love were but the child of ftate, 
it might for fortunes baftard be unfathered. 
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Toemf. 

fa fubjeflfto times love,or to times hate^ 

Weeds aftiong weeds, or flowers with Gowers gatherd* 

Ko it was budded far from accident, 

] t fuffers not in fmiling pomp, nor falls 
Vndcr the blow of thralled difeontenr. 

Whereto th’inviting time our fafliion calls : 

It feares not policy that Heriticfa 

Which workes on leafes of fliorc numbred howers. 

But all alone ftands hugely polliticke. 

That it nor growes with heat, nor drownes with fhowres. 
To this I witnefle call the fooles of time. 

Which dye for goodndTe,who have liv’d for crime. 



intrutie for her acceptance* 

WJ'Er c ought to me I bore the canopv, 
w With my extern the outward honoring, 

Orlayd great bafes for eternitie. 

Which proves more (hort then wafte or ruining? 

Have I not feenc dwellers on forme and favor 
Lofe alljand more by paying too much rent 
For compound fwectjForgoingfimple favour, 

Pittifull thrivors In their gazing fpent. 

No, let me be obfequious in thy heart, 

And take thou my oblation, poore but free. 

Which is not mixt with feconds,knowcs no arr,' 

But mutuall render, onely me for thee. 

Hence,thou fubbornd In firmer^ true foule 
When moft |ppcacht,ftand» kaft in thy controule# 
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Vpoa her flaying on the Virginatts, 

TJOw oft when thou thy muficke muficke playft, 
**Vpon that blefled wood whofc motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers when thou gently fwayft. 

The wiry concord that mine eare confounds. 

Doe I envie thofe Iackcs that nimble leape. 

To kifle the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilrt my poore lips which lliould that harvefl reape, 
At the woods bouldnefle by thee blufhing ftand. 

To be fo tickled they would change their {late, 

And fituarion with thofe dancing chips. 

Ore whom their fingers walkc with gentle gate. 
Making dead wood more bieft then living lips. 

Since fatifie Iackes fo happy are in this. 

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kifle. 



immoderate Lufi. 

'T'H’expence of Spirit in a wafte of fliame & 

Is luft in aftioR 3 and till aftjomluft 
Is perjurd 3 murdrous, blooddy full of blame, 
Savage)extreame>rude,cruell, not to truft, 

Injoyd no fooncr but defpifed ftraight, 

Paft rcafon!uinted,and no fooner had 
Paftreafon hated as afwallowed bayt* 

On purpofe layd to make the taker toad. 



W 
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Made in purfuitand in pofleffion Co, 

Had,liaving,and in queft,to have extreame 3 
A blifle in proofe and proud and very woe. 

Before a joy propofd behind a dreame. 

All this the world well knowes yet none knowes Well, 
To (bun the haven that leads men to this hell. 



; In frayfc of her beautie though black. 

|N the old age black was not counted faire, 

T)r if it were it bore not beauties name : ! 

But now is blacke beauties fucccfli ye heire. 

And Beautie flanderd with a baBard fliame. 

For fince each hand hath put on Natures power. 
Fairing the foule with Arts falfe borrow’d face. 

Sweet beautie hath no name no holy bower. 

But is prophan’d,if not,Iivcsin difgrace. 

Therefore my Miflreffeeye* are Raven blacke. 

Her eyesfo futed>and they mourners feeme, 

Atfuch who not bprne faire no beautie lack, 
Slandering Creation with a falfe efteeme. 

Yet fo they mourne beccmming of their woe > 

That every tongue fayes beautie fhould Jookcfa* 
™y Miftrefle eyes are nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more red, then her lips red, 

Iffnow be white, why then her brefti are dun : 

If haircs be wiers, black wiers grow on her head t 
I have feene Rofes,damaskr 3 red,and white* 

!« n ? (i*h Rofes fee J in her cheekcs. 






polimsl 

And in fome perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Miftreffe retkes. 

1 love to hearc herfpeake,yet well I know, 

That Muftcke hath a farre more pleafing found % 

J eranrlncverfawagoddeffegoe, , 

My Miftreffe when (hee walket treads on the ground. 
And yet by heaven t thinke my love as rare. 

As any ihe bell'd with falfe compare. 

Thou art a tiranous,fo as thou art. 

As thole whofe beauties proudly make them cruell > 
For well thou know’ll to my deare doting heart 
Thou art the faireft and moll precious lewcli. 

Yet in good faith fome fay that thee behold* 

Thy face hath not the power to make love grone g 
To fay they erre I dare not be fo bold. 

Although I fwdare it to tny felfe alone. 

And to be fure that is not felfe I fweare 
A thoufand grones but thinking on thy face, 

One on anothers neckc doe witnefle bear® 

Thy black is faireft in my judgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke lave in thy deeds, 
And thence this (lander as I thinke proceeds* 
Thine eyes I love, and they as piccying me. 

Knowing thy heart torments me with difdamCj 
Have put on blacke, and loving mourners be. 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pame. 

And truly not the morning Sun of Heaven 
Better becomes the gray cheekes of th Bait, 

Nor that full ftarre that ulhers in the Even 
Doth halfe that glory to the fober Weft 
As thofe two morning eyes become thy face : 

-Q let it then as well befeeme thy hears 



Vo'tonts? 

» 

To tnotirne for me ftnee mourning doth thicc grace, 
And fute thy pittie like in everv part. 

Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke. 
And all they foule that thy completion lacke* 



Vnkinde yylhufc. 

BE Ihrew that heart that makes rav heart to groan 
*Tor that deepe wound it gives my friend and met 
f ft not enough to torture me along, 

But have to flavery my fwerc’ft friend muft be. 

Me from my felfe thy cruel! eye hath taken. 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingrofted. 

Of him, my felfe, and thee I am forfaken, 

A torment thrice tl rce-fold thus to be crofted : 

Prifon my hearc in thy fteele bofomes ward. 

But then my friends heart let my poorc. heart bails. 

Who ere keepes me, let my hearc be his garde. 

Thou canft: not then ufe rigor in my Iaife. 

And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee 
Perforce am thine, andall that is in me. * 

So now I have confeft that he thine* 

And I my felfe am mergag’d to thy wilf • 

My felfe lie forfeit* fo chat ot her mine, 5 
Thou wilt reflore to be ray comfort ftill : 

Rut thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 

For thou art covetous, and he is kinde, 
ne learned but furecie-like to write for me, 
v nder that bond that him as faft doth bindc. ’ 

f The 
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The ftatute of thy beauty thou wilt taJkc B 
Thou ufurerthat putlft forth aH to ufc. 

And fuc a friend, came debtor for my fake. 

So him I Joofc tLrough my unkindc abufe; 

Him hare I loft, thou haft both him and me* 
He paics the whole, and yet I am not free. 



A Love-Suit*. 

fWHo ever hath her wifli, thou haft thy Wifi 3 
And Wifi too bootc,and Will in over-plus. 
More than enough am I that vexe thecftill. 
To thy fweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou, whofe will is large and fpacious. 
Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine. 
Shall will in others feeme right gracious. 

And in my will no faire acceptance fhine : 

The fea all water, yet receives raine ftill. 

And in abundance addeth to hit ftore. 

So thou being rich in Will adde to thy Wifi , 
One will of mine to make thy large will more. 
Letnounkinde, no faire befcechers kill, 
Thinke all but one, and me in that one Wifi. 
If thy foule checkc thee that I come fo neerc, 
Sweare to thy blinde foule that 1 Was thy wifi , 
And will thy foule knowes is admitted there, 

T has farre for love, my Love-fuite fweet fulfill. 
WiU 3 will fulfill the treaforeof thy love, 

I fill if full with wills j and my will o*e* 



[239 



To 'ernes? 

Jn things of great receipt with eafe we prove. 
Among a number one is reckon’d none. 

Then in the number let me paflc untold. 

Though in thy ftores account 1 one muft be, 
for nothirig hold me fo it pleafe thee hold. 

That nothing me, a fome-thing fweet to thee. 
Make but my name thy love, and love that Hill, 
And then thou Ioycft me, for my name is Will. 



His heart wounded, by her eye, 

TS«^ d K f r , ij Iov IV what doft thou to mine eyes’ 
That they behold and fee not what they fee ; 1 

They know what beauty, is, fee where it lie,. 

Yet win the beft is, take the. worft to be 
If eyes corrupt by oyer-partiall lookes, ’ 

£ anchor’d in the bay where all men fide, 

Wny of eyes falsehood haft thou forged hookes, 
jud 8 cment of m y hear ' is ride f 
Whit l my h , Mrt Chin , ke tbat a Overall plot, 
ErL he ? rtkn T es r hewlde VvorIds commonplace? 

0 r mine eyes feeing this, fay this is not * 

1 t 'put : faire truth upon fofoofc a fade, 

And mrh •^? f | t r tr, J e,ny hMrt and e Y« have erred, 

Ocalin ot E- fe n P c gU u sre th cynow transferred, 

T . c . 1 " ot me t0 juftifie the wrong, 

teSSSSS?- 

ti Tefl 







A Protection. 

rN faith I doe not love thee with mine eye*, 
1 For they ig thee a thousand errors note, 



Aft A Htt ft on. 

J^Oe as a erafull hufwife runqca to catch. 

* One of feathered creatures broke away. 



Poenii] 

Tell me thou lov’d efe-where $ but in my fight, 

Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye afide. 

What needft thou wound with cunning when thy might 
Is more than my ore-pred defence can bide ? 

Let me • excufe thee, ahmylove well knowes. 

Her prettie lookes have beene my enemies, 

And therefore from my face die turnes my foes. 

That they elfe where might dart their injuries. 

Yet doe not fo , but fince I am neerc flaine. 

Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my painc. 

Be wife at thou art cruell, doe not prefle 
My tongue- tide patience with too much difdaine : 

Lead forrow lend me words and words exprefle. 

The manner of my piety wanting paine. 

If I might teach thee wit better it were, 

V Though not to love, yet love to tell me fo, 

J As tedie fick-men when their deaths be ncere, 
f No newes but health from their Phifitions knotv. 
i For if I fhould difpairc l fhould grow madde, 

1 And in my madnetfe might fpeake ill of thee, 

P Now this ill wreding world is growne fo bad, 

S<Mad flanteers by madde eares belecved be. 

1 That I may not be fo, nor thou be-lide, (m 

Beare thine eyes draight, though thy proud heart § 



Vdcms. 

^•tis my heart that loves what they difpife, 

0o in defpighc of view ispleafd to dote, 
florare mine e-ircs with thy tongues tune delighted 
Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone, 
florufte, nor fmell, defire to be invited 
fo any fcnfuall fead with the alone ; 

But my five wits, nor ray five fenfes can 
pifwade one foolifh heart from ferving thee. 

Who haves unfwai’d the likenefle of a man, 

Tby proud hearrsflaveand va flail wretch to be f 
Oncly my plague thus farre I count my gaipc, 
That (he that makes me finne, awards me painc. 
Love is my finne, and my deare vertue hate. 

Hate of my finne, grounded on finfnll loving, 

0 but with mine, compare thou thine ownc flat 
And thou fhaltfinde it meritsnot rcpr'' rkwir » flr 
Or if it doe, not from thofe lips of thine, 

That have prophan’d their fcarlet ornaments 
And feal’d fa lfe bonds of love as oft at mine, 

Rob’d others beds reveneues of their rents. 

Beit hwfull I love thee, as thou lov’d thofe. 

Whom thine eyes woe as mine importune thee, 
Roote piety in thy heart that when it grow es, 

Thv pitty may deferve to pictied be. 

If thou doft feeke to have what thou doft hide, 
felfc example mai’ft thou be denide. 



Poems. 

Sets downe her babe and makes all fwift difpatch 
Jn purfuite of the thing flic would have flays 
Whilft her negle&ed child holds her in ehaec 
Cries to catch her, whofe bufie care is benr, * 
To follow that which flies before her face * 

Not prizing her poore infants difeontent; 

So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilfl I thy babe chafe thee a farre behind. 

But if thou catch thy hope turne backe to mee • 
And play the mothers part, kiffe me, be kind. 
So will l pray that thou maift have thy Wi& 9 * 
If thou turne backe and my loud crying flilU 



Life and death. 

•yHofelips that Loves owne hand did make. 

Breath'd forth the found that laid I hate. 
To me that languifht for her fake : 

But when {he faw my wofull ftate, 

Straightin her heart did mercy come* 
Chiding that tongue that ever fwcet* 

Was ufde in giving gentle doome : ' 

And taught it thus a new to greete 2 
I hate (he altered with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day. 

Doth follow night, who like a fiend 
from heaven to hell is flowne away. 

* I hate, from hate away (he threw, 

And fav’d my life faying not you. 



poem. 



A Consideration of death . 

«Oorc fouie, the center of mv (infull earth, 

1 Myfinfull earth thefe rcbell powers that theearay, 
yyhy' doft thou pine within and fatter dearth, 
painting thy outward walls in coflly gay ? 

A?hy fo Urge c®ft having fo (hort a Uafe, 
pofttbpuupon thy fading manfionfpend ? 

Shall vfornacs in heritors of this excefle, 

Bate up thy charge?is this thv bodies end ? 

Then fouie live thou upon thy fervants lofle. 

And let that pine to aggrivate thy (lore. 

Buy teaimes divine in felling houfes of drofle : 

VVirhin be fed, without be rich no more. 

So (halt thou feed on death, that feedes on men. 
And death once dead,ther’s no more dying then. 



Immoderate Fafion. 
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JyfYloveisas a feaver longing flill, 

Tor that which longer nurfeth the difeafe. 
Feeding on that which doth preferve the HI* 
Th uncertaine fickly appetite to pleafe : 

My reafon the Phiftcion to my love. 

Angry that his preferiptions are not 
Hath left me, and l defperate now 
Befire is death, which Phuickc 




p o'emf. 

cure X am, now Reafon is pa A c^re, 
j| £ n d [ F antickc madde wicbever-more unieft, 

My thoughts and my difeourfe as mad mens ar«, 

At randomefrem the truth vainely expveft. 

Tor I havcfvvorne theefaire, and thought thee br?*L 
Who art as blackeashcll. 



Lives piwerrm 

i j j /■ 

out •' what eyes hath love pat in my head. 
Which have no correfpondence with true fightl 
Or |f they have, where is my judgement fled, * 

That cenfurej falfely what they fee aright f 
If that be faire where op my falfe eye? ,dote. 

What ineants the world to fay it is not fo? 

If it be not, then love doth well denote. 

Loves eye is not fo true as all mens : no 
How can it ? Oh how can loves eye be true. 

That is fovext with watching and with tears* } 

No marvel] then though J miftake my view, 

The Sunne it felfe fees not, till heaven cleeres. 

O cunning love, with Rares t hou keepft me blinde, 
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults (hould finde, 
Canft thou Ocruell, fay I love thee npr. 

When I againft my felfe with thee partake ; 

Doe I not thinke on thee when I forgot 
Am of my felfe, all tyrant for thy fake ? 

Who hateth thee, that I doe cell mv friend. 

On whom froun’ft thou chat I doe faune uqon. 
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M ry if thou lowrft on me, doe I not fpen d 
Revenge upon my felfe with prefent mone, 

\Vhat merit do 1 in my felfe refpeft, * 

That is Co proud thy fervice to difpife. 

When all my beft doth worfhip thy defed, 
Commanded by the motion of thine eves. 

But love bate on for no * I know thy minde, 
Thofe that can fee thou lov’ft, and I am blinde. 
Oh from wh3t power haft thou thispowrefull mi^ht 
With inefficiency my heart tofway. 

To make me give the lie to my true fight, 

Andfweare that brightneffe doth not grace the day ? 
Whence haft thou this becomming of things ill 
That in the very refufe of thy deeds* b * 

There is fach ftrength and warrantee of skill 
That in my minde thy worft all beft exceeds ? * 

Who taught thee how to make me love thee more ’ 
The more I hcare and fee juft caufe of hate. 

Oh though I lore what others doe abhorre. 

With others thou fliouldft not abhorre my ftate. 

If thy unworthinefle rais'd love in me. 

More worthy I to be bdov’dof thee. 



Retaliation. 

$?° f ‘ 1 har * J. talk’d thee for my Mufe, 

And found fuch faire afllftance in my verfe, 
Asevery^Pen hath got my ufe, * 
And under thee their poehe difperfe. 




To'imsl 

Thine eyes that taught the dumbe on high to fing^ 
And foeavie ignorance aloft to flie. 

Have added feathers to the learr.eds wing, 

And given grace a double Majeftic. 

Yet be moft proud of that which l compile# 

Whofe influence is thine, and borne of thee. 

In others workes thou doft but mend the ftikj 
And Arts with thy fweete gracesgraced be* 

But thou art all my Art, and doft advance 
As high 3s learnings my rude ignorance# 

Whiltt I alone did call upon thy aide. 

My verfe alone had all thy gentle grace. 

But now my gracious numbers are decaide. 

And my ficke Mufe doth give another place# 

I grant (Tweet love) thy lovely argument 
Defcrvcs the travellof a worthier pen# 

Yet what of thee thy Poet doth invent# 

He robs thee of, and payes it thee againe. 

He lends thee vertue* and he ftole that word# 

From thy behaviour, beautie doth he give 
And found it in thy checke : he can afford 
Nopraifetothee, but what in thee doth live. 

Then thanke him- not for that Which he doth fays 
Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe doft pay. 



Sunnt Set • 

npHat time of yeare thou maift in mee behold# 

* When yellow leaves, or none 3 or few doe hang 
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Vpon tliofe boughes which {hake againft the cold 
Bare ruin’d quires, where late the fweet birds fano 
In me thou feeft the twi-lights offuch day , °* 

,s after Sun-ftt fadeth in the Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth takeaway 
Deaths fecond felfe that feales up all in reft. /S 
In me thou feeft the glowing of I'uch fire. 

That on the a(hes of his youth doth lie. 

As the death bed whereon ‘it nauft expire, 

Confum’d with that which it was nurtifht by 
Tis thou perceiv’ft, which makes thv love more fl rc 

J° Z C th nn en ‘ which thou muft «eaw ere lone 
Thy glafle will {hew thee how thy beauties were S 
Thy dyall how thy precious minutes waftc * 

The vacant leaves thy mindes imprint will beare 
And of thi s booke.this Jearni ng maift thou tafte * 

The wnncfeles which rhy glafle will truely (]>ow 
Ofmouthed graves will o lve the memor ' ' 

Thou by thy dyals fhady ftealth maift know, 

1 ime» theevifh progreffe to eternity, 

Looke what thv memory cannot contame. 

Commit to thefe wafte blacks, and thou (halt fade 
Thofe children nurft, delivered from thy braine * 
a " evY fF/intance of thy minde. 1 

cl i. offi 5 es oft a * thou wilt looke. 
ohall profit thee, and much inrich thy booke. 



A monument to Fame. 

fe u"j tht P ro pbeticbe foule, 
h wide world, dreaming on things to come, 
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Can yet theleafe of my true love controule 
Suppofdc as forfeit to a confin’d doome. 

The mortal! Moone bath hereclipfe indur’d 
And the fad Augurs mocke their ownc presage* 
lncerramtiesnow crowne thettifelves affur’d. 

And peace proclaimes Olives of endlcde age. 

Now with the droppes of this mod balmie time. 
My love lookes frefn, and death to me fubferibes. 
Since fpight of him He live in this poore rime. 
While he jnfalrs ore dull and fpeechlefle tribes. 

And thou in this fhalt finde thy monument, 

When tyrants creds and tombs of braffe are fpent. 
What’s mthe braincthat inkemay charter. 
Which hath not figur’d tothee tny true fpirit, 
What’s new to fpeake, what now to regider. 

That may expreff’e mv love, or thy dcare merit ? 
Nothing fweet-love,bii: yet like prayers divine, 

I mud each dav fay ore the very fame, 

Counting no old ti-ing old, thou mine, I tbine, 
Even as when fird I hallowed thy faire name. 
Sothateternall love in loves frefh cafe, 

Wcighcs not the dud and injuries of age, 

Nor gives to neceftary wrinkles place. 

But makes antiquitie for aye his page ? 

Fnding the fird conceit of love there bred. 

Where time and outward forme would (hew it dead. 



Perjurie. 

J Ove is too young to know what conference is, 
-Yet who knowes no t conlcience is borne of love* 



To'emsl 

Then gentle cheater urge not my amide. 

Lead guilty of my faults thy fwcec felfe prove. 

For thou betraying me, I doe betray 
My nobler pan to my grofie bodies treafon, 

Myfoule doth tell my body that he may. 

Triumph in love, flelh fhies no farther reafon, 

But riling at thy name doth point out thee, 

As his triumph ant prize, proud of this pride, 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
To (land in thy affaires, fall by thy fide. 

No want of confcience hold it that I call, 

Her love, for whofe deare love I rife and fall* 

In loving thee thou know’d I am forfworne. 

But theu arc twice forfwoi nc to me.love fwcaring, 

In ad thy bed-vow brooke and new faith cerne. 

In vowing new hate after new love beating ; 

But why of twooathes breach doe f accufe thee. 

When I breake twenty : I am perjur’d mod, 

For all my-vowes are oathes but to mifufc thee : 

And all my honed faith in thee is lod. / 

Fori have fworne deepe oathes cf tb^deepe kindenede ; 
Oathes of thy love, thy truth, thy conftancie. 

And to enlighten thee gave eyes to blindneffe. 

Or made them fwe^rc againd the thing rhey fee. 

For I have fworne thee faire: more perjur’d eye, 

*o fweare againd the truth f© foule a lie. 



The Tale of Ceph«lus4»^ Procris. 

gEneath Hymetus hill well doath'd with flowers, 

A holy W til htr foft fprings gently powers, 

Where 



jr 
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Where (lands a Cops, in which the wood-ttyoipl* (j^ , 
(Ho wood) ic rather feemes a (lender Grove. ° Yf > 

The humble (hrubs and bufhes hide the grafTe, 

Here Lawreil , Rofcmary , here Myrtill was. 

Here grew thicke Box, and Tam'rixy that exccll $ % 

A nd made a meere confulion of fweet fmels ; 

The Triffuly, the Pine, and on this Heath 
Stands many a plant that feeies cqole Zepblrs breath. 
Here the young Cephalt^tyr'd in the chace, 

Vfd hisrepofc and reft alone c’embrace. 

An d where he Cat, tiiefe words he would repcate. 

Come Ayre, fweece Ayre, come coole my heate • 

Come gentle Ayre, I never will forfake thee. 

He hug thee thus, and in mybofome take thee. 

Some double dutious Tel- tale hapt to hearc this, 

And to h:s jealous wife doth ftraight-way beare tfci*. 
Which ' Prociii hearing, and with all the Name 
Of Ayre,(fwecte Ayre) which he did oft proclaim:, 

S he (lands confounded, and amaz'd with griefe, 

Be giving this fond tale too found bclecfe. 

And lookes as doe the trees by Winter nipt. 

Whom Froft and cold, of fruit and leaves halfe ftr»pc> 

She bends like corvcile, when too rapke it srowes, 

Or when the ripe fruits clog the Q^ce-rree bowes : 

ft tit when flic comes t’herfelfe, (he teares 

tier Garments, her ey es> her cheekei, and haires, 

And then (he ftarts, and to her feete applies her ? 

Then to the Woods ('ftarke Wood) in rage (he hies lift* 
Approaching fome-wliat nearc her fervants they 
By her appointment in a V ally flay, 

Whilft (he alone with creeping paces fteales 
T 6 take the ftrumpcc whom her Lord conceales. 
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What mean’ft tho« Trecrit in there G roves to hide thee ? 
What rage of love doth to this madneffe guide thee ? ” 
Thou hop ft the Ayre he cals, in all her hr.iverie 
Will flraight approach, and thou {hale fee their fcnavei-, ? 
And noi^pgaine it Jrkes her to be there, VCr ^ * 

Forfucha killing fight her heart will teat;e. 

No truce can with her troubled thoughts diTpencc 
She would not now be there, nor yet be thence ' 

Behold the place S her jealous minde foretels 
Here doe they Vf e to metre, and no where elfe • 

The Grade is laid, and lee their true imprelfion, 
Erenhetethey lay: I, here was their tranfgrcffion. 

A bodies print (he fa w, it was hts f eat c 

Which make, het faintheart gamft her’ ribs to be ate 

Vhtebas the lofty Eafterne Hill had feald, * 

And all moift vapours from the earth cxhald • 

Now m his noone- tide point he fljineth bright ' 

It was the middle houre, twm noone and ni|ht - 
Behold young Ctpbalm drawes to the place * . 
dud wyh the Fountain? water fprinte, his’ face 
ft wu is hid, upon the grafle be lie $ * 

And come fweete Zcphir, Come fweet Avre heerves 
he fees ber error now from where he flood ^ 

to ! cr > and htr wood , 

Among the Shrubs and Briers (he moves and nifties, 
tbe injurious boughes away (he juftels, 

I^ndmg, as he lay there to repofe him , 

Nmblvtorun andin her armes inclofc him- 

rZ ,ckly , C3Rs h1s e > e U P°« *** boO,, ‘ 

Shiwhe r e !t n f ° m a faVaSe beaft did 

Vnh,ol h bend! ,> anda kee nelbaft he drawes, 

PPy own, what doft thou ? Stay and pailfe. 
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It jS fro bruit bead thouwouldft rcavC.of life 5 
( Oh man unhappy) thou haft flaine thy wife ? 

Oh Heaven (he cries. Oh hclpe me I am flaine. 

Still doth thy Arrow in my wound remains, 

Yet though by timelcfle Fate my bones here lie,' 

It glads me raoft » that I, no Cuck-qucane die ; 
Her breath (thus in the Armesfhe rnoft affe&ed,) 
She breaths into the Ayre (before fufpefted 
The whilft he lifts her body from the ground. 

And with his teares doth wafn her bleeding wound. 



Cupids Treacherk. 

(pVpid laid by his brand and fell afleepe, 
maide ofDyam this advantage found. 

And his Iove*kindling fire did quickly fteepc 
In a' cold vallie-fountaine of that ground ; 

Which borrow’d from this holy fire of love > 

A datelefle lively heate ftiil to endure. 

And grew a Teething bath which yet men prove* 
Agaioft ftrange malladies a foveraigne cure : 
But 3t my miftres eye loves brand new fired. 
Thy boy for triall needes would touch my breaft, 
I ficke with all the helpe of bath defired. 

And thetherhyed a fad diftempered gueft. 

But found no cure, the bath for my helpe lies, 
Where Cupid got new fire 5 my miftres eyes. 
The little Love-God lying once a fleepe. 

Laid by his fide his heart in flaming brand, 
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VViiiift many Nymphe* that vow’d chaft life to keeper 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand. 

The faireft votary tooke up that fire, 

Which many Legions of true hearts had warawl, 
find fo the Generali of hot defirc. 

Was fleepin^ by a Virgin handdifarm’d. 

This brand (he quencl cd 'in a coole Well by, 

Which from loves fire tooke heat perpetual!, 

Growing a bath and healthful! remedy, 
for men difeas’d, but I my Miftrtfle thrall, 

Came there for cure^ and this by that I prove. 

Love* fire heates water, water cooles not love. 



That Menelaus was caufeef his 

cwhc Wongs, 
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WfHfcn Menelaus from his houfc is gone, 
w Poor tHelltn is affraid to lie alone $ 

And to allay thefe feares (lodg’d in her breaft,) 

In hervvartne bofome (he receives her gueft : 

Whatmadnefle was this f Menelaus, fay 
Tbou art abroad whilft in thy houfc doth ftay 
Vnder the fclfe-famc roofe.thyjGueft, and Love ? 

Mad-man unto the Hawke thou trufts the D©ve* 

And who but fuch a Gull, would give to keepe 
Vnto the Mountaine Woofe full folds of Shecpe; 
titflenis blameleffc, fo is Parts too, 

And did what thou, qr 1 my felfc would doe. 

G The 
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The fault is thine, I tell thee to thy face. 

By limiting thefe Lovers, Time and Place.' 

From thee the feedes of all thy wrongs are growne 
Whofe Counfels have they followed, bufrthineowne ? 
(Ahcke) whatfhould they doe ? Abroad thou art 
At home theuleaveft thy Gucfttoplay thy part t 
To lie alone* the ( poore Queene is affraid, 

In the next roomean Amorous ftr anger ftaid. 

Her armes are ope to embrace him, he falls in, 

And Tarii I acquit thee of the finne. 

A*d in another place fomewbat rcfemblingth^ 

Oreftcs liked, but not loved deerely 
Hermionef til! he had loft herclearely : 

Sad Menelauiy wl.y doft thou lament 
Thy late milhap ? I prethee be content : 

Thou knoweft the amorous Hellen faire and fweetj 
And yet without her didft thoufaile to Crtety 
And thou waft blithe and merry all the way, 

But when thou faw’ft fhe was the T rojant prey. 

Then waft thou mad for her, and for t hy life, 

Thoti canft not now one minuce want thy wife. 

So ftout j*cbifcs> when his lovely Bride 
Brifthy was difpos’d to areitAtride. 

Nor was he vainely mov'd : strides loo 
Offer’d no more than he of force mud doe : 

I fhould have done as much, to fet her free. 

Yeti ( heaven knowes) am not To wife as he.’ 



yttlw 



Po'emcss 

yulan was Iupiters an excellent. 

mrkettt**, oh whom the Poets father many rare 
Worses , among 7 vbich> If dtbis one. 

Mars and Fenus. 

rrHisTale is blaz’d through heaven, how once unwate 
* Vtm and Mars were tookc in Vulcans fnarc ; 

The god of Warre do tn in bis brow oifeover. 

The prrfed and true pacterne of a Lover : 

Nor could the GoddelTe Venus be fo ci uell 
To deny Man ( lofc kmdneffe is a Icwell 
In any woman, and becomes her well ) 

In this the Queene of love doth moft excell: 

(Oh heaven) how often have they mockt and floured 
ThcSmiths polc-foote fwhilft nothing he mifdoubted^ 
Madeleftsof him and his begrimed "Vade, 

And his fmoog’d vifage, blacke with Cole-duft made f 
Mm, tickled with loud laughter, when he faw* 

Vemhkt Vulcan limpe, to hale and draw. . 

One foot behinde another, with fweet grace 
To counterfeit nisi ame uneven pace. 

Theirmeetings firft the Lovers hide with feare. 

From every jealous eye, and captious eare. 

The God of Warrc, and Loves lacivious dam*. 

Inpublike view were full ofbafhfu!! fhame; 
ut the Sunne fpies, how this fweec paire agree, 

| what bright Tbcebus, can be hid from thee }) 
both fe-sand blabs the fight forthwith. 

And in all ooft he fpeeds to tell the Smith ; 

1 Sbnne) what bad examples doft thou Ihow / 

O * What 
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What thou in fecret fecft mud all men know? 

For filence, askc a bribe frortiher faire fcteafure, 

Shce’le grant thee that fhall fnake thee fwtll with p I ea r, 
The god whofe face is fmoog’d with fmoke and fire ^ 
Placeth about their bed a net of Wiar, 

So quaintly made, that it deceives the eye 
Strejght (as he feignes ) to Lemnos he muft hie? 

The Lovers meete, where he the traine hath fer* 

And both lie faft catcht in a wiery ne t : 

He calls the gods, the Lovers naked fprall 
And cannot rife, the Queene of Love ihewes all. 

Mm chafes, and Venn* weepes, neither can flinch, 
Grappled they Iiejn vainethey kicke and winch; 

Their leggesareonc within another tide. 

Their hands fo faft that they can nothing hide : 
AmongftthefchighSpe&ators, one by chance 
That faw thenvnaked in this pitfall dance : 

Thus to himfelfe faid : If it tedious be 
Good god of Warre, beftow thy place on me. 



The Hijlory how the Mynotaure was begot, 

TDa of Csedars, and tall Trees ftand full, 

J Where fed the glory of the Heard (a Bull 
Snow-white) fave twixe his homes one fpot there grew, 
Save that one ftaine, he was of milky hew. 

This faire Steare did the Hcyfersof the Groves, 

Defire to beare as Prince of all the Droves, 

But molt pafphae with adulterous breath, 

Bflvit) 
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-vies the wanton Kcyfers to the death. 

; j s f a id, that for this Bull the doting lafle, 
i£ j u f e ro c rop young boughes, and mow frcfli graffc, 
; 0 r ms the Amorous £ retav Queene a fcard 
T 0 p r ow akinde Companion to tlie Heard : 
through the Champion (lie is madly borne 
And a wilde Bulk to Mynos, gives the home, 
f 1S not for bravery he can love or loath thee, 

Tiien why Tafipbae doft thou richly cloth thee ? 

fliouldft thou thus thy face and lookes prepare ? 
What makeft thou with thy glaffe ordering thy haire ? 
Vnleffe thy glafle could make thee feeme a Cow, 

Bur how can homes grow on that tender brow ? 
jf Afyaor pleafe thee, no Adulterer feeke thee, 

Or if thy husband tMynos doe not like thee* 

Butthy lafeivious thoughts are ft ill increas'd, 

Deceive him with a man, net with a beaft : 

Thus by the Queene the wilde Woods are frequented. 
And leaving the Kings bed, (he is contented 
To ufe the Groves, borne by the rage of minde. 

Even as a (hip with a full Eafternc winde; 

Some of thefe Strumpet-Hcyfers the Queene flew, 
Herfmoaking Altars their warmc bloods imbrew, 
Whilft by ti e. facrificing Prieft fhe ftands, 

And gripes their trembling entrailes in her hands 5 
At length, theCaptaine of the Heard beguil’d. 

With a Cowes skin, by curious Art compil’d. 

The longing Queene obtaines her full defire. 

And in her infants birth hewraies the Sire, 
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This Mynotaurc, when hee came to tnm i 
was tnc loafed in the Labor i nth, which J, 
mad* by the curtom Artf.mafier Dcdalus, ^ ' 
Tale Ul&vftfe w thus pur/ue. * 

^^Hen ttedaluithe labor inth had built. 

In which conclude the Quecne Tafiphae r o U iIt 
And that the time was now expired full, J 

To inclofe the Mjnotaure halfc man, halfe Bui; 
Kneeling he faies, lull £\lynos end my mones 
And let my Native foile intombe my bones ; 

Or if dread Soyeraignc I deferve no grace, 

Looke with a pitious eye on my tonnes face. 

And grant me leave from whence we are exild 
Or pitry me, if you deny my child ; 

This and much more he I peakes, but all in V ain Cj 

* l n ® > ^ onne P*lher will detaine. 

Which he perceiving fayes : Now, now, tis fit. 

To give the world caufe to admiie my wit, 

Both Land and Sea , are watcht by day and night, 

Nor Land nor Sea lies open to our flight i 
Onely the Ayre remaines, then let us trie 
To cut a paffage through the Ayre and fly, 
love bee afpicious to my enterprife, 

I covet not to mount above the skies; 

But make this refuge, fince I can prepare 
No meanes to flie my Lord, but through the ayre. 

Make me immortaJJ, bring me to the brim 
OftheblaekeS/ign** Water , Styx llefwim i 
^ h humane wit, thou canft invent much ill ? 

Th 
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Thou fearcheft ftrange Arts, who would thinke by skill, 
^heavie (nan,like a light bird (hould ftray. 

And through the empty Heavens finde away. 
u e placeth in juft order all his Quik, 

Whofe bottomes with refoived waxe he fills. 

Then binds them with a line, and being faft tide^ 
jle placeth them like Oares on either fide. 

The tender Lad the downy Feathers blew. 

And what his F aiber meant, he nothing knew:* 

The waxe he faftned, with the firings he plaide 
Kot thinking for his fhoulders they were made, 

To whom his Father fpake (and then lookt pale ) 

With thefe fwift Ships, we to our Land muft failc: 

All paffages doth cruell MynOi flop, 

Onely the empty Ayre he ftill leaves ope. 

That way mutt we 3 the Land and the rough deepe 
Doth£Wy«0ibarre> the ayre he cannot keeper 
Butin thy way beware thou fet no eye 
Onthefigne Virgo % nor Boeleshye: , 

Looke not the blacke Orion in the face 

That (hakes his Sword, but juft with me keepe pace. 

Thy wings are now in faftning, faftning, follow me, 

I will before thee fly as thou lbalt fee, 

Thv Father mount, or ftoope, fo I aread thee, 

Makeme thy Guard> and fafely I will lead thee : 

If we fhould foare to neere great 'Pbxbui feate. 

The melting Waxe will not endure the hcatc, 

Or if we flie too neere the Humid Seas, 

Ourmoyfhned wings we cannot (hake with cafe. 

Fly bttweene both, and with the gufts that rife, 

Let thy light body fail e amidtt the skies. 

And erer as his little fonne he charmes, 
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He fits the feathers to his tender Aripes; 

And (hewes him how to move his bodv lr»ht 
As Birds firft teach their li ttle young ones^fliaht * 
By this .he calls to Counfell all his wits. 

And his owne wings unto his (boulders fits, 

Being about to rife> he fearefuli quakes. 

And in this new way his faint body lhakes : 

Firft ere he tooke bis flight, he kis’d bis forme, 
Whilft by his eheekes the brinifh waters runne • 
There was a Hillocke not Co towring tall 
As lofty Mountaines be, nor vetfo (mall 
To be with Valleyes even, and yet a hill. 

From this thus both attempt their uncouth skill : 
The Father moves his wings, and with refpeft 
His eyes upon his wandring fonne tefleft ; 

They beare a fpacious corn fe, and the apt boy 
Fearelefle of harme, in his new traft doth joy 
And flies more boldly : Now upon them lookes 
The Fithermen, that angle in the brookes, 

And with their eyescaft upward, frighted ftand. 

By this is S/tmos Ifle on their life hand, 

Vpon the right Lebintbos they forfake, 

Aftipalcn and the Fiihie Lake. 

Shady -Pachimef ull of Woods and Groves. 

When the rafli youth too bold in ventfiha, roves; 
Loofeth his guide, and takes In's flight fo high 
That the foft Waxeagainft the Sunne doth (rie 
And the Cords flip that kept the Feathers faft* 

So that his Armes have power upon noblaft: 

He fearefully from the high clouds lookes downe, 
Vpon the lower heavens, whofe curl’d waves frowne 
At his ambitious height, and from the skits 
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ge fee blacke night and death before his eyes 
Sull melts the waxe, his naked armes he ft.ak’s, 
And thinking to catch hold, no hold hee tains. 
But now the naked Lad downe headlong falls 
And by the way, he Father, Father calls ; * 

Helpe Father helpe, I die, and as hefpeakes, 

A violent furge liiscourfe of language breakes. 
Th’unhappy Father, but no Father now. 

Cries our aloud, Sonne/£««n whtre arttl.ou ? 
Where art thou Itarus, where doft thou flic a 
Jems where art ? When loe he may efpic 
The Feathers fwim,aloud he doth exclaime 
The earth his bones, the Sea ftill bearcs his name. 




Achilles his concealment of his Sexto 
the court of Lycomedes. 



iruiii duuniu woria ootn fane with joy 
A welcome daughter to the King of Troy * 

The whilft the Grecians are already come, ” 

(Mov’d with that general 1 wron* ’gainft I (hum* 
d chiHes in a Smocke, his Sex doth fmother ' 

And laies the blame upon his careful! mother, 

Wh 3 ' tn ° U S 7 at '* ch Ues >Mvz.ing Wool! , 
When ya/ha in a Helme (hould cl a fpe thyScu! ? 
What doth thefe fingers with fine thredsof o (1 j d ? 

St ,C ^ We , r a T° re fit a War,lke Shi dd to hold. 

% Ihould that right hand, Rocke or Tow comaini 
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By which the Trojan Heflor muft be flaine ? 

Caft ofF thy loofe vailes, and thy Armour take* 
And in thy hand the Speare of Pella* (hake. 

Thus Lady-like he with a Lady lay, 

Till what he was, muft her belly bewray. 

Yet was (lie iorc’t (fo fhould we all belccve ) 

Not to be forc’t fo . now her heart would grieve ; 
When he fhould rife from her, ftill would (he cric, 
(For he had arm’d him, and his Rocke laid by) 
And with a ft ft voycc fpake: Achilles ft ay. 

It is too foone torife, lie downe I pray. 

And then the man that fore’ t her, fhe would kiffe, 
What force (jDelademca) call you this ? 



Lovers Complaint. 

pRom off a hill whofe concave wombe reworded, 
" A plaintfull ftory from a fiftring vale 
My fpirits t’attend this double voycc accorded. 

And downe I laid tolift the fad tun’d tale. 

Ere long efpied a fickle maide full pale. 

Tearing of Papers,breaking rings a twaine. 
Storming her world with fotrowes, winde and nine, 
Vpon her head a platted hive of ftraw. 

Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne* 
Whereon the thought might thinke fometime it faw 
The carkasof a beauty fpent and done. 

Time had not tithed ail that youth begun, 

Nor youth all quit, but fpight of heavens fell rage. 



Poems, 

Some beauty peept, through lettice of fear'd age 
Oft did fhe heave her Napkin to her eyne 5 * 
Which on it had conceited charters' : * 
Laundringthe fdken figures in the brine, 

Thar feafoned woe bad pelleted in teares. 

And often reading what contents it beares : 

As of en fhriking undiftingufht woe, 

In clamours of all file both high and low. 
Sometimes her leveldeyes their carriage ride 
As they did bmry to theft fpheares intend : * 
Sometime diverted their poore balls aic tide 
To th’orbed earth ; fometimes they doe extend 
Their view right on , anon their gases lend, * 

To every place at once and no where fixe. 

The minde and fight dlftraaedlycommixt. 

Her haire nor loofc nor tTd in formal! phr 
Proclaim’d in her a careleffe hand of pride* 

For feme untuck’d defended her fhe v ’d hat.* 

Hanging her pale and pined cheecke befide 
Some in her rhreeden fillet ftill did bide, * 

And true to bondage would not breake fio* thence. 
Though Hackly braided in loofe neolio ence . ’ 
A tlioufand favours from a maund the drew. 

Of amber >chriftall, and of bedded let 
Which one by one (he in a river threw, 

Vpon whofe weeping m.irgenr fhe was fit, 

ukeufury applying wet to wet, 

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall, 

om ,T?u Cr j e ^ fome; , but wherc «*«ffe bests all. 

fched ?‘ ls L had <be many 3 one, ' 
r . c , h ftie P erut d > fi 8 h ’ d i tore and gave the flud, 

C,aCkt *nng o f Pofied goW ^ j, onCj Ua ’ 
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a ia«mg tncm nnae tncir aepuicbers rn mud. 

Found yet moe letters fadly pen’d in blood. 

With flcided filke,feate and affe&edly 
Enfwith’d and feafd to curious fecrccie. 

Thefe often bath’d flic inherflixive eyes. 

And often kis’d, and often gave to teare. 

Cried, O falfe blood, thou regifter of lies, 

What unapproved wienrffedoft him bearal 

Inke would have feem’d more blacke and damned here ! 

This fflid in top of rage the lines flic rents, 

Bigge difeontent, fo breaking their contents. 

A reverend man that grac’d his cattell nie. 

Sometime a blufterer that the ruffle knew. 

Of Court, of Cittie,and hadlet goe bv, 

The fwifteft hourcs obferved as they flew. 

Towards this affii &ed fancy faftlydrew; 

And priviledg’d by age, defires to know. 

In briefc,the grounds and motives of her woe. 

So Hides he downeupon his grayned bat s 
And comely diftent (its he by her fide. 

When he againe defires her, being fat, 

Her grievance with his hearing to devide : 

If that from him there may be ou? ht applied, 

Which may her fuffering ertafie affWage, 

Tis promis’d in thecharitie of age. 

Father fne faies, though in me you behold 
The enjuric of many a blading houre-, 

Let it not tell your judgement I am old. 

Not age, but forrow, over me hath power > 

I might as yet have beene a fpreading flower* 

Freflito my felfe, if I had felfe applied 
Love to tny felfe, and to no Love bsfidc* 
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But woe is me, too earelyl attended, 

A youthfull fuit it was to gaine my grase • 

0 one by natures outwards fo commended. 

That maidens eyes ftucke over all hit face. 

Love lackt a dwelling, and made him her pi ace,' 

And when in his faire parts flic did abide. 

She was new lodg’d and newly Deified. 

Hisbrowny lockesdid hang in crooked curies. 

And every light occafion of the winde 
Vpon his lippes their filken parcels hurles, 

Whatsfweet to doe, to doe will aptly findc 
Bach eye that faw him did inchant the mindc : 

For on I is vifage was in little drawne, 

What I argent fit thinkes in Paradife was favvne. 

Small (hew of man was yet upon hitebinne. 

His Phoenix downe began but to appeare 
Like unfli.rne velvet, on that termeleffe skinne, 

Whofe bare out-brag d the web it feem'd to weare. 

Yet Ihcwed his vifage by thatccft more dcare 
And nice affeftions wavering flood in doubt ’ 

If beft were as it was, or beft without. 

His qualities were beautious as his forme. 

Y ™ lden «ngu’d he was and thereof free: 

! « if men mov d him, was he (iich a ftormc. 

As of twixt May and A prill is t0 fee, 

hen windes breath fweer, unruly though they be. 
Hmud^e f° with his authored you rh, * 

Did hvery falfenefle in a pride of truth, 
ell coujd he tide, and often men would fay 

P J,/°f r u- S ? Ctta11 frcm his takes; 

Pr d of fusion noble bv the fwav, 

C comrnvt’r ^ 0Unds> W ]? at Co Wtfe,v»hat flop he makes 
" controve rG e hence* queflion takes, whe- 
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Whether the horfe by him became his deed? 
Orhebismannag’d* by’th well-doing Steeds 
But quickly on this fide the verdift went. 

His reall habitude gave life and grace 
To appertanings and to ornament, 

Accomplifhtin himfilfe not in his cafe : 

All aids themfelvesmade fairer by their place-, 

Can for additions, yet t heir purpos'd trimme 
Peec* d not hit grace but were all grac’d by him* 

So on the tip of his fubduing tongue 

All kinde of argument* and queftions dee pe. 

All replication prompt, and reafon Itrong 
For his advantage (till did wike and ficepe. 

To make the weeper laugh , the laughter vveepe s 
He had the dialed and different skills 
Catching all paflions in his craft of will. 

That he did in the general! bofome raigne 
Of young, of old, andfexes bothinchanred, 

Todwell with him in thoughts, or to remaine 
Inperfonall duty, following where he haunted, 
Content's bcwitcht, ere he dtfirc have granted. 

And dialogu’d for him what he would fay, 

Askt their owne wills and made their wills obey. 
Many there were that did his pi ft are get 
To ferve their eyes and in it put their minde. 

Like fooles that in th’ imagination fet 
The gcndlyobjeft; which abroid they find 
Of lands and manfions, theirs in thought aflign’d. 
And labouring in moe p'eafares to btftow them, 

Then the true gouty Land-lord which doth owe cten a 
So many have that never toucht his hand 
Sweetly fuppos d them miftreffe of his hcarr : 



Mr 



Poem: 

My wofull felfe that did in freedome ftand 
And was my owne fee fimple not (inpanj > 

What with ins art in youth and youth in arc 
Threw my affeft ions in his charmed power 
Referv’d the fhlke and gave him all my flower. 
Yetdid I not a* fome my egu^lls did 
Dennnd of him, nor being defired yeelded. 

Finding my felfe in honour io forbid, 
Withfafeftdiftancel my honour (bedded, 
Experience for me many bulwarkes builded 
Ofprcc-fes r.e W biced.ng which remain'd the foile 
Of this ftlfe Iewell, and his amorous fpoile 
Bur ah w! o ever fliune’d by precedent * 
TJicdeftin’dill fhemufther felfe aflay 
Or forc’d examples gainft her owne content. 

To put the by- paft .perills in her way ? 

Counfailemay flop a while what will not flay * 
tor when we rage, advice is often feene * 

By blunting us to make our wits more kecne 
Nor gives itfatisfaftion to our blood. 

That wee muftcurbe it upon others proofe, 

Tobe forbid the fweets that feemes Co oo od. 

For feare of harmes that preach in our behoofe } 
Oappetite from judgement ftand aloofe l 
■!f on L e a Pallat hath that needs will taflr. 
tough r c a f on v,eepe and ory it j s thy laft. 

farther 1 could fay this mans untrue, 
Ht i,.f C ” tl,e ,P att . emcs of his foule beguiling. 

Saw h T h ' S pbnts in ot b«s Orchards grew* 

I" b0W *««* wi re grided in his finding? 

fChTrK ,W T eever blokcrs ^ defiling, 

- ht Cha f '<fias asd words metrely but art. 
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And baftards of his foulc adulterate heart: 

And long upon thefe termes I held my Citcy > 

Till thus he pan be H ge me ; G entle maide , 

Have of my buffering youth feme feeling pitty. 

And be not of my holy vowes afraid, 

That? to yee fworne to none was ever faid , 

For feafts of love I hare beene call'd unto 
Til! now, did ik re invite nor never vowi 
All my offences that abroad vou fee 
Are errors of the blood none of the minde j 
Love made them not, with a&urechey may be, 
VVhcre neither party is nor true nor kiodc, 

They fought their fliame that fo their flume did finde? 
And fo much Idle of fliame in me remames, 

By how much of me their reproach containes. 
Among the many that mine eyes have feene. 

Not one whofe flame my heart fomuch as waimed f 
Or my affc&ion put toth* fmalleft teene. 

Or 3 ny of my lcafures ever Charmed, 

Harme have I done to them butriere was harm’d : 
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine owne wasfrec, 

And raign'd commanding in I is Monarchy. 

Lookc here what tributes wounded fancies fent me, 
OFpalid pearles, and rubies red as blood : 

Figuring that they their pafllons likewife lent me 
Of griefe and bluihes, aptly underftood 
In bloodJcffe white, and the encrimfon*d mood, 
F-ffe&s of terror and deare tnodeftv, 

Eneampt in hearts but fighting outwardly. 

And lot be fold thefe talents of their hairc, 

V Vithtwifted mettle amoroufly emplcach*d» 

I have receiv'd from many a fcveraU faire. 
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their ki'nde acceptance, vyeepingiy befeech’d, ’ 
With th’annexions of faire gems inrich ’d. 

And deepe brain’d fonnets that didamplifie, 

Eeach ftones deare Natare, worth and quality'; 

The Diamond ? why/tvyas beautiful! and hard. 
Whereto his invU’d properties did tend. 

The deepe greene Enirald, in whofe freih regard. 
Weak* fights their fickly radience doe amend. 

The heaven hew’d Saphyr and the Opall blend. 

With objefts manifold; eachfeverall ftone, 

With wit well blazon d,finil djormadefomemost!^ 
Loeall thefe trophies of affc&ions hor, 

Ofpenfiv’d and fnbdu’d delires the tender. 

Nature hath charg’d me that I hoor»d them not. 

But yeeld th cm up where I my felfe mull tender j 
That is to you my origin and ender ; 

For thefe of fbree muft your oblations be, 

Since I their Alcar, yon enpatrone me. 

Ob then advance ( of your t) that phrafelefle hand ' 
Whofe white weigji.es downe the airy fcale of praife,' 
Take all thefe fim flies to your owne command, ; 

Hollowed with fighes that burninslunas didraifes 
Whatmeyour minifter ? for you obayet, 

Vorkes under you, and to your audit comes, 

Thfir diftraft parcells, incombined futnmWa 
Loe this device was fent me from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fanaifiedofholieftnore. 

Which late her noble fuit in court did fliun, r 
Whofe rarefi havings made the bloffomes dote: 
or the was fought by fpiri ts of richcft cotc, 
kept cold diftance, and did thence remove: 

^nd her hying in eternal! love. 

H 
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But oh my /Wcct what labour iff to leave# 

The thing we have not,maftriti£ what not ftnyisj 
Playing the Place which did no forme receive. 
Playing patient fports in unconft rain’d gives. 

She that her fame fo to her felfe contrives. 

The fcarres of battellfcapcth by the flight. 

And makes her abfence valiant,not her might. 
Oh pardon me in that my boaft is true, 

^he accident which brought me to her eye, 

Vpon the moment did her force fubdue, 

And now flie would the caged cloifter flic ; 
Religious love put out Religions eye : 

Not to be tempted would (he be inur’d, 

And now to tempt all libertie procur’d. 

How mighty then you are, Oh heare me telL 
The broken bofomes that to me belong. 

Have emptied all their fountaines in my well : 
And mine I powre your Ocean all among : 

I ftrongo’rc them, and you o’re me being ftrong* 
3Muf! for your viftorie us all congeft, 

As compound lovetophyficke your cold breft. 

Mv parts had power to charrae a facredSunne, 
Who difeiplin’d I dieted in grace, 

Beleev’d her eyes, when they t’aflaile begun, 
Allvowes and confccrations giving place : 

O moft potentiall love, vovy,bond> nor fpace. 

In thee hath neither ft ing, knot, nor confine 
Por thou art all, and all things elfe arc thine. 
When thou imprefleft, whatare precepts worth* 
Offtaie example ? when thou wilt inflame, 
Howcoldlythofe impediments ftand forth. 

Of weafeb, of filiall feaie, law, kindred, fame,' 




To'ims * 

loves acmes are peace ,’gainft rttle^’gaiofiTence, 

/ad fweetens in the fuffring pang it beaces, f flume 
The Alioes of all forces, (hocket and fearcs. 3 

Now all thefc hearts that doe on mine depend 
; feeling it breakc, with bleeding groanes they pm e i 
And Applicant their fighes to you extend, * 

To leave the batterie that you make *gainft mine 
Tending fofc audience, to mv fweet defigne, * 

And credent foule, to that ftrong bonded oath. 

That (hall preferie and undertake my troth. 

Thisfaid, his wateric eyes he did difmount 
Whofe fightes till then wereleavel’d on my face. 

Each cbeeke a river running from a fount, 

With brinifli currant downe-ward flowed apace : 

Gh how the chaunell to the flreame gave grace 1 * 

Who glaz’d wjch Chriftali gate the glowing Rofes, ' 

That flame through water which their hew indoles.' 

Gh father, what a hell of witch-craft hes. 

In rhe fmali orbe of one perticular teare ? 

But with the inundation of the eyes : 

What rocky heart to water will not vveare ? 

What bread fo cold that is not warmed here, 
r cleft enc&, cold modefly, hot wrath/ j 
othfirefrom^hence, and chili extin&ure hath; 

Forloe his paflion but an arc of craft. 

Even there refolv’d my reafon into tearcs. 

There my white ftole of chaftite I daft, 

7.°oke of ®y ^ber guards, and civill fear es, 

Ppeare to him, as he to me appeares : 

u ? C | tin ^ thou gh our droppes this difference bore. 

His poifon d me, and mine did him reftore. 

^aplputirfcojf fybtiUmactcr, 

H , 
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r AppI i ea to C duties j all ftrange formes receive^ 

Of burning blufhes, or of weeping water* 

Or founding paleneffe, and he takes and leaves, 

In eithers aptnefle as it bell deceives : 

T o blufh at fpeechcs ranke, to weepe at w ofcs. 

Or to turne white and found attragicke fliowesi 
That not a heart which in his levell came. 

Could fcape the haile of his all hurting aime. 
Shewing faire Nature is both kinde and tame ; 

And vail’d in them did winne whom he would maims 
A£*inft the thing he fought he would exclaime, * 
When he moft burnt in heart-wilh’d luxurie. 

He preach’d pure maide,and prais’d cold chafiicie. 
Thus meercly with the garment of a grace, 

The naked and concealed fiend he covered. 

That th’unexperient gave the tempter place, 

Which like a Chcrubin above them hover’d. 

Who young and fimple would not be fo lover’d. 

Aye me I fell, and yet doe queftion make. 

What I fhoiild doe againe for fuch a fake. 

Oh that infefted moyfturc of his eye, 

O that falfe fire which in his cheeke fo glow’dj ' 

Oh that forc’d thunder from his heart did flye, 

O that fad breath his fpungic lungs beftowed, 

O all that borrowed motion feeming owed. 

Would yet againe betray the fore-betrai’d 5 

And new pervert a reconciled Maide. 
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The menus Eft (lie of Paris 
to Hellcn. 

jtEalth unto IteJaes daughter Priam fonne, 
"Sendsin chefe lines, whofe health cannot be won* 
But by your gift, in whofe power it may lie. 

To make me whole or ficke 5 to live or die ; 

Shall I then fpeake ? or doth my flame appeare, 
plaine without Index ? Oh, tis that 1 feare : 

My Love witl out difeovering ftrilc takes place. 

And more than I could wifh fuines in mv face. 

When I could rather in my thoughts defire, 

To hide the fmoake,till time difplay the fire; 

Time that can make the fire of Love fhine cleare, 
Vntroubled with the mifty fmoake of fearc : 

But I dilfemble it, for who I pray, 

Can fireconceale, that will it felfe betray ? 
Yctifyoulooke, I iliould affirme that plaine 
In words, which in my countenance I maintaine : 
Ibiirne,Iburne, my faults I have confcfs’d. 

My words bearc witnefie how my lookes tranfgrefsU* 
Oh pardon me chat have confefs’d my error, 

Caft not upon my lines a lookeof terror, 

But as your beauty is beyond compare, 

Suite unto that your lookes, (oh you moft faire,) 

That you my letter have received by this 
fli P , c frpP°faion gkds me, and I wilh. 

By nope incourag’d, hope that makes me flrong, 
fou will receive me in fome fort ere long, 

H 3 
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I aske no more than w.iat the Queent of beauty 
Hath promis’d me, tor you are mine by duue. 

By her I claime you, you for me were made. 

And (lie it was my journey did perfwade : 

Nor Lady thinkc \our beauty vainely fought, 

I by divine inftin& was her her brought. 

And to this enterprise rl-e heavenly power*, 

Have given confenc, the gods proclaime me youft; 
I 4 a‘tme at wonders, for I covet you. 

Yet pardon me , I aske but wlms my due: 

Venus her felfe my journey hither led , 

And gives you freely to my promis'd bed. 

Vnder her fafe conduft the feas I paft. 

Till I arriv’d upon thefe coafts at laft : 

Shipping my Lelfc from the Sygean (hore. 

Whence unto thefe Confinesmy courfe I hore : 
She made the Surges gentle, the windcs faire, 
Nrr marvell whence, thefe calmes proceeded are. 
Needs imift (he po/ver upon the lalt-Seales have, 
That was fea-borne, created from a wave. 

Stil may ihe (land in her ability, 

And as the made the feas with much facility. 

To be through fail'd, fo may flic calme my heate. 
And beare my thoughts to their defired feat ; 

My flames I found not Here, no, l proteft, 

J brought them with me clofed in my bread. 

My felfe tranfported tl cm without Attorney, 
Love was the Motive to my tedious journey. 

Not bluftring Winter when he tiiu’rp he’d moll, 
Nor anv error drove me to this Coaft r 
Not led by fortune where the roush winds pleafe, 
Nor Marchant’ like fergaine croft I the Seas ; 



Teem* 

rnlneffe o i wealth in all my Fleete I fee^ 

L rich in ail things, fave in wantingthce. 

Lo fpoile of perry Nations my Ship feekes, 

\inr Land I asaSpieamong the Greek**’ 

| hat n eede we ? See of all things we have {lore. 
Umpir’d with Troy (ala s your Greece is poore. 
y I ct [ come, thy fame hath thus farre driven me, 
Whotf golden Verm h ath by promife given me; 

. thee ere I knew thee, long agoe, 

Lfore thefe eyes dwelt on this glorious fhow : 
t f a w thee in my thoughts, know beaucious Dame, 

1 firft beheld you with the eyes of fame, 

Lr marvell Lady I was ftroke fo farre, 

ijhus Darts or Arrowes fent from Bowes of wane 

Wound a great diftance off ; fo was I hit 

With a deepe fmartiiig wound that ranckles yet, 

For fo it pleas’d the Fates, whom leaft you blame* 

He tell a true Tale to confirme the fame : 

When in mv Mothers vVombe full ripe I lav. 

Ready the firft houre to behold the day, 

And (he at point to be delivered ftratght. 

And to unlade her of her Royal l freight, 
MyBirth-houre was delaid, and that fidnight 
A fearefullvifion did the Queene affright* 

Ina fonnes Head to pleafe ti e aged Sire, 

She dreampt (he had brought forth a Brand of fire. 
Frighted (he rifes, and to 'Priam goes. 

To the old King this ominous dreame (he fliowes * 
Hecothe Prieft, the Prieft doth this returne, 

Thar, the child borne {hall {lately ljl f um burne t 
Better then he was ware the Prophet gueft, 

For loe a kindled Brand- flames in the my breaft, 

H 4 
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To prevent Fate a Peafant.,I was held, 1 
Till my faire lhape all other Swaines excel'd. 

And gave the doubtfull world affurance good, 

Xour Park was deriv'd from rovall blood. 

Amid the I dean Fields there is a place, 

Kemoce, full of high trees, which hide the face. 

Of t he greene mantled Earth, wherein thicke ro W e$ 
The Oake, the Elme, the Pine, the Pitch-tree growes« 
Here never yet did browse the wanton Ewe & 5 ‘ 

Nor from this plot the flow Oxe licke the dew 
The lavage Goate that feeds among the Rockes* 

Hath not graz’d here, nor any of their Flockes. 

Hence the Dardanian walls I might efpie. 

The lofty Tpwersof/y?t«/» reared hie; 

Hence I the leas might from the firme land fee, 
Wmch to behold, I leant me to a Tree : 

Beleeve me, for I fpcake bnt what is true, 

Downe from the skirt with feathered pynions flew, 
The Nephew to great Atlas, and doth ftand. 

With golden Cadu&ens in hi s hand: 

T his as the gods to me thought good to (how, 

I hold it good that you. the fame Yhould know. 

Three G odd tiles behind young If ernes wove. 

Great luno, PaOai, and the Qaeene of Love 5 
Who as in pompe and pride of gate they paffc, 

Scarfe wh h their weight they bend the toppes of grafle: 
Amaz d I ftart, and endlong (lands my ha ire. 

When m&yus Sonne thus fayes, abandon fearei 
Thou courteous Swaine, that to thefe groves repaired. 
And freely judge which of thfe three is faireft: 

And leaft I fhould thefe curious fentence thun. 

He tels me by jo-vet fentence all is done. 
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And to be ludge I no way can erchuc,' 

T!) is having faid, up through the Ayre he flew • 

I ftraight tooke Heart a-grace, and grew more bold ’ 
And there then beauties one by one behold. 

Why am I made the ludge to give this doome f 
Methinkes all three are worthy to o’re-come t 
Toinjure two fuch Beauties, what tongue dare f 
Orpreferre one where they be all fo faire. 

Now this femes faireft, now againe that other. 

Now would I fpeake, and now my thoughts I fmother 
And yet at leangth the praife of one moft founded 
And from that one my prelent Love is grounded 1 
The Qocidefies out of their earned car c J 

And pride of beautie to beheld moft faire 
Sake with large Armes, and gifts 0 f wondrous price 1 
To their owne thoughts my cenfure to entice * * * 

too the wife of love doth firft inchant me 
To judge her fa/reft, (he a Crowne will grant me 
Tdte her Daughter, nest doth undertake me, 

Gn-e hertht^rize, and valiant (he will make me. 

I ftrajglit devife which can moft pleafure bring, 
lobe a valiant Souldier, or a King; a * 

Laft re»»f fmiliog came with fuch a grace, 

“ le wayedan Empire in her face. 

clto, ( ^ C ) t , hefe § ifts t,,e Cof >queft bears, ' 
Combats and Kmgdomes are both fraught with feare 

TL ! S e s " h ", ,h ” J T* M > A d-S) - 

tk,ll i t •• Samtth « cJoth on e arth remaine ’ 
all be thine owne, make thou the Conqueft mine; 

TW^ J , fa,reft Daughter (hall be thine 
This find, when with my felfe I had devifed 
1,er ricl ’ g'ft and beauty jointly prjfed; 
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yenui vi&oi*, o’re the reft is plac d, 

Juno an ^TaUas leavethe Mount difgrac’d, 

Meane time my Fates a profperous courfe had run, 
And by knowne fignes Kmg Triam cal’d me Tonne t 
The day of my rcftoring is kept holy 
Among the Saints-dayes, confecrated folely. 

To my remembrance, being a day of joy * 

For ever in the Kaleridcrs of Troy. * 

As I wifh you 1 have beene wifii’d by others. 

The faireft maids by me would have beene Mothers, 
Of all my favours I beftow’d not any. 

You onely may enjoy the Loves of many: 

Nor by the Daughters of great Dukes and Kings 
Have l alone beene fought, whofe marriage Rings, 
1 have turn'd backe, but by a ftraine more hie, 
ByN : ,mphs andPhairies, fuchas never die. 

No fooner were you promis’d as my due. 

But I (all hated ) to remember you : 

Waking, 1 Taw your Image, if I dreampt. 

Your b cautious figure (till appear’d to tempt. 

And urge this voyage » Till your face ex.ellingt 
Thefe eyes beheld, my dreames were all of Hefirt. 
Imagine how your face fhould now incite me, 
Being feene, that unfeene did fo much delight mej 
If I was fcorch’d fo farre off from the fire, 

How am I burnt to Cinders thus much nigher ; 
Kor could I longer owe my frlfe this rreafure, 

But through the Ocean I muft fearch my plealure s 
The Vhrygyan Hatches to the rootes are put 
Of the Idean Pines, (a funder cut ) 

The Wood-land Mountaine yeelded me large tecs, 
Jkeing defpoyf d of all her taleft T rees. 



Poems. 

prom whence we have fquar’d out unnumbred beames. 
That muft be wafh’d within the Marine ftreames : 

The grounded Oakes are bowed, though ftiffe as fteele 

And to the tough Ribs is the bending Keel e 

Woven by Ship -wrights craft, then the Maine-maft, 

A crolfe whole middle is the Saile-yard plac’d. 

Jackies and fades, and next you may difeerne. 

Our painted Gods upon the hooked fterne : 

The God that beares meon my happy way. 

And is my guide, is Cupid: Now the day 
In which the laft ftroke of the Hammer's heard 
Within our Navy, in the Eaft appear d. 

And I muft now launch forth; (fo the Fates pJcafe) 

Tofteke adventures in the EagcanSezs. 

My father and my mother move dejay, % 

And by intreaties would inforce mv ftay : 

They hang about my nccke, and with their teares, 

Wooemc deferremy journey : but their feares 
Can have no power io keepe me from thy fight* 

And now Cajfandra full of fad affright 

Will ioofe diffievel’d Tram els, madly skips, 

lull m the way betwixt me and my Ships 

Oh. whether wilt thou head, long rui»,the Cries ? 

Thoubcareft fire with thee, whofe fmoake up-flies 

Vnto the heavens (Oh love) thou little feareft, 

Wtacquenchlefll. flames thou through the water bearc ft; 

CtiJ/Mra was too true a Prophetefle, 

Herquencblefle fi.unesfhefpakeof(r confefle,) 

My hot defires burne in my bread fo fjft, 
i flat no ted Furnace hotter flames can caft. 

I patTe the Citty gates, my Barke I boor’d, 
f he favourable wii«fc$ calme gales afford. 




Toemil 

And fill my fades, unto yout Land I Scare, 

For whether elfe (hi* courfe ) (hould Park beare J 
Your husband entertaines me as his gueft, 

•And all this hapneth by the gods beheft : 

He fney/cs me all his Paftures, Parkes> and Fields^ 

And every rare thing Lacedemoa yeelde-s, 

He holds himfclfe much pleafed with my being. 

And nothing hides,that he efteemes worth feeing, 

I am on fire, till l behold your face, 

Ofall^chaya* Kingdome, the fo!e«gracc# 

All other curious Objefts I dcfie, 

Nothing but Hellen can content mine eye, 

Whom when I faw, I flood transform’d with wonder, 
Sencelefie, as one ftroke dead by loves fltarpe Thunder^ 
As I revive, my eyes I rowle and turne, 

Whilft my flam'd thoughts wi{h hotter fancies burne ; 
Evenfo (as I remember , ) look'd Loves Queene, 

When (he was laftjin ' Phrygian Ida feene, 

Vnto which place by Fortune I was trained. 

Whereby my cenfure fhe the Conqueft gained * 

But had you made a fourth in that contention, 

Of Venn s beauty, there had beene no mention : 

Hellen afiuredly had borne from all. 

The prize of beauty, the bright golden Ball, 

Onely of you may this your Kingdome boaft s 
By you it is renown d in every Coaft ; 

Rumor hath every where your beautie blazed, 

In what remote Clyme i*not Hellen praifed ? 

From the bright Eafterne Sun up-rife, inquire. 

Even to his downefali where he flakes his fire. 

There lives not any of your Sex that dare. 

Contend with you that are proclaim’d fo faire, ^ 
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Trnft ® e » f°r troth I fpeake : Nay VvTiajs rnoft true. 
Too fpsringly the world hath fpeke of you : 

Fame that hath undertooke your name to blaze 
plaid but the envious Houfewife in your praife j 
More then, report could premife, ot fame blazon. 

Are thefe Divine perfections that I gaze on. 

Tbefe were the fame that made Duke Theftus lavifli 
Who in ihy prime and Nonage did thee ravilh • 5 

A worthy Rape for fuch a worthy Man, 

Tirice happy Ravifher, tofeize thee than 
When thou wen flript ftatke naked to the skin 
fA fight offorce to make the gods to fin : ) ’ 

Such is your Countries Guife atfeafonj when 
With naked Ladies they mixt naked Men. * 

That he did fteale thee from thy Friends, I praife him. 
And for that deede, I to the Heavens will raife him ; 
That hereturn d ,hee backe,by/w* I wonder, 
had I beene Tbefeus, he that (hould afiunder 
Have parted us, orfnatch’d thee from my bed’ 

Firft from my (boulders fhculd have par’dmy head. 

So rich a purchafe. f Uc h a glorious pray; } 

Should confianly have beene detain’d forave. 

Could thefe my ftrong Aimes pcffibly unc/afpe, 

S™ r amor ° us FouIds they Hillen erafpc, 
wither by free conflraint nor by free giving, 

Could you departthat ccmpafTe, and 1 Jivin| , 

But if by rough inforce I mufl reflore you, 

( w ^hIfolcng have bore ycu,) 

I frfi vvouldreape, and feme fweete favour gain'e. 

That all my fune were not bellow’d in vaine ; 

E«her with me you lhall abide and flay, 

°rfer your paffe your maiden- head fhculd pay. 
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>■ Poem si 

Or fay, I fpirM you that, yet would I trie 
VVhat other favour, I could el fe come bv£ 

All that belongs to love, l would not mifle, 

You fhould not let me both ro clip and kiffe. 

Give me your heart fjire Queene, my heart you owe 
And what my refolution is you know : 

Till the laft fire my breathleffe body take. 

The fire within my breaft can never flake. 

Before large kingdomes I preferr d your face. 

And Wtoes- iovc*j and potent gilts di^race^ 

To fold you in my amorous Armes I chus’d. 

And Pallas vertucs fcornefully refus’d. 

V V hen they with Venus in the hid of Ide , 

^ade me the judge their beauries to decide 5 
Nor doe I yet repent me, having tooke, 

Beauty, and flrcngth,and Sceptcr’d rule forfooke.'. 
Methinkes I chus’d the beft,(northink it ftrange) 

I ftill perlift, and never meane to change J 
Onely that myimploiment be not vaiue, 

Oh you more worth than any Empires game. 

Let me intre 3 te,leaft you my birth fhould fcornej, 

Or parentage ; know lamRoyall borne. 

By marrying me, you ihall not wrong you State* 

Nor be a wife to' one degenerate. 

Search the Records where we did firft begin. 

And you {kali finde the Pieyads of our Kin ; 

Nay /O'uehimfelfe all others to forbeare. 

That in our ftocke renowned Princes were ; 
Mvfathcrofall Afia rainesfole King, 

V Vhofe boundleffe Coaft fcarce any feathered wing* 
Can give a girdle to, a happier Land, 

A neighbour to the Ocean cannot (land ; 
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There in a narrow compaflT e you may fee, 

Citties 3nd Towers, more than may numbrei be/ 
The houfes guile, rich Temples that excell, 

And you will fay I neere tha great Gods dwell. 

You ihall behold high ljlium lofty Towers, 

And Troyes brave walls built by immortall powers' 
Put made by Tbcebiu the great god of fire, 

And by the touchof his melodious Lyer 
if we have people to inhabite, when * 

The fad earth groanes to beare fach troopes of men 
Judge H elle «, Likewife w hen you come to Land 
The j*Gan women Call admiring fland, 

Saluting thee with welcome, more and Itffe, 

In preafing throngs and numbers, numbetlefle : 

More than our Coui ts can hold of vou /moft iai re\ 
You to your felfe will fay, ala(Te,how baire, ' 
And poore -/ithaya is, when with great pleafure. 

You ice each houfe containe a C ities Treafurr. 
Miftake me not, l Sparta doe not fcorne 
I told the Land bleft where my love was borne. 
Though barren clfe, rich Sparta Helkn bore. 

And therefore I that Province muft adore} 

Y« is your Land metbinks but leane and emty , 
ou worthy of a Clymc that flowes with plenty. 

N 1 Troy I proftrare, it is yours bv .dutv, ' 
i nn petty feat becomes not your rich beauty 5 
Attendance, Iteration, Cunfie, State, 7 

Coft UC Frrtl h<: ' 1VCni> ' on wl,icb fl wtJd waite, 

PI r . £ variet y» Delicious diet, 

Vvl l l re A C0mtUtmcni > anc * Luxuriousryof, 

Vou l? rnamen, L S We ufe> what faft),ons ft'gne, 
y perceive by me and my prom) traine, 
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.Thu* we attire our men, but with more coft, 
©fgoldand Pearle, the rich Gownesare Imbofi^ 
Of our chiefe Ladies, guefle by what you fee, 
y ou may he foone induc’d to credit me. 

Be tradable fairc Spare an> nor contcmne 
A trojan borne, deriv’d from Royali ftemme * 

He was a Trojan and allide to Heflor, 

That waites upon loves cup, and fills him Neflerz 
A Trojan did the -fair e Aurora wed, 

And nightly flept within her Rofeat bed: 

The G oddefies that ends nigh and enters day., 

From our faire Trojan Coafi Hole him away, 
Anchifes was a Trojan, whom Loves Queene, 
(Making the Trees 6f Ida a thicke Screene 
Twixt Heaven and herj oft lay with, view me well 
I am a Trojan too, in Troy I dwell. 

Thy Husband Mcndaus hitherbring, 

Compare our (hapes, our yeares and every thing, 

I make you Iudgeffe, wrong tnic if you can, 

You needs muft fay I am the properer man : 

None of my line hath turn’d the Sun to blood. 

And rob’d his Steeds of their Ambrofiali food * 

My Father grew not from the Caucajfe Rocke, 

Nor fhall I grafe you in a bloody Stocke : 

"Priam neere wrong’d the guildcffefqule, or further^ 
Made the Myrtaan Sea looks red with mur ther. 

Nor thirfteth my great Grand 'fire in the Lake > 

Of Lethe* Chin deepe, yet no thirft can flake 5 
Nor after ripened Apples vainely skips. 

Who fire him ftill,andyet ftill touch his lips S 
But what of this ? If you be fo deriv'd, 

Xou not vYtthftanding ajrc no right depriv'd* 

- 
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You grace yottr Stocke, and being Co divine^ 
jove is of force compel I’d into your Line. 

Oh mifehiefe I whilft I vainely fpeake of this: 
your Husband all- unworthy of fuch bhffe, 

Injoycs you this long nighc, enfolds your waftc* 

And where he lifts may boldly touch and tafte. 

So when youXatac Table, mariy a toy, 
paflethfaetweene you my vext foule t’annoy. 

At fuch high feafts I wifli my enemiefit* 

Where difeontent attendson every bit, 

I never yet was plac’d at any Feaft> 

But oft it irke me that I was your Gueft* 

That which offends me moft thy.rudc Lord knowes 
For ttill his armes about thy necke he th rowes, 3 
Which I no fooner fpie but I grow mad. 

And hate the man, whofe courting makes me fad 
Shall I be plaine ? I am ready to finke downe. 

When I behold him wrape you in his Govvnc, 

When you fit fmiliRg on his amorous knee* « 

His fingers preffe, where my hands itch to be. 

But when h c hugs you I am forc’d to frowne, . , 

The meate I’am eating will by no means downe 1 
But ltickes halfe way, amidft thefe difeontents! 

J hive obfery’d you l augh at my laments. 

And with a lcornefull, yet a wanton fmilc* 

Deride my fighes and groncs* oft to beguile 

Wy pafiions, and to quench my fiery rage, 

Quaffing heal thsLhave thought my flame t’affvyage, 
Bac cbM full cups make my flames burnc heiehsr, 

Jade wine to loyc, and you add fire to fire. 
if ; a t ° e of many a wanton feate, . 

«wixt your Lord and you, I fhift my feate* 

1 And 
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And turne my head, but thinking ofyour grace; 
Love skrewes my head to gaze backe on your fa c ^ 
What were I beft to doe t To fee you play 
Mads me, and I perforce muft turne away. 

And to forbeare the place where you abide* 

Would killme dead, {hould I but flart abide : 

As much as lies in me I ftrive to bury* 

The (hapeof Love, in mirths fpight I feeme merry. 
But ohj the more I feeke it to fupprefle, 

.The more my blabbing lookes my love profefTe. 

You know my Love which I in vaine (hould liidc 3 
Would God it did appeare to none befide, 

Oh Jove how often have l turned my cheecke. 

To hide th’apparant teares that paffage feeke. 
From forth my eyes, and to a corner ftept, 

Leaft any man iliould aske wherefore I wept; 

How often have I told you pitious tales, 

Of conftant Lovers, and how Love prevailes.' 
When fuch great heed to my difeourfe I tqokej 
That every accent fuited to your lookes 
Inforged names my felfe I reprefented, 

The Lover fo perplex’d, and fo tormented* 

IF you will know ? Behold I am the fame, 

Taris was meant in that true Lovers name ; 

As often, that [ might the more fecurcly, 
Speakeloofe itnmodeft words, that found impurely^ 
That they offenceleffe might your fweet eares tutch, 
I have lifpt them up, lik^ohe had drunke too much* 
Once I*effiember, your Ioofe vaile betrai’d, . 

Your nakedskinne, and a faire paflage made. 

To my inamoredeye, Oh skin much brighter 

3Tj?n or p ureft rojlkc, ifi colour whirer 
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Than your faire mother L <zdd, when love grac’d her* 

And in the fhape of Feathered Swan imbrac’d her. 

IVhilft as this lavishing fight I flood amazed, 

And without interruption freely gazed. 

The wreathed handle of the Bowie I grafpM, 

Fell from my hold, my ftrcngchlefle hand uuclafp’d* 

4 Goblet at that time I held by chance. 

And downe it fell, for I was in a trance. 

KilFeyour faire Daughter, and to her I skip, 

And fnatch your kiffes from your fweet childs lippi? 0 
Sometimes I throw my felfe along, and lie , 

Singing Love-fongs, and if you caft your eye. 

On my effeminate gefture,! ftill firide* 

Some pretty covered fignes to fpeake my mindeS 
And then my earned fuit bluntly invades, 

Jctbraand Ciimenea your two chiefe maidcs. 

But they returne me anfwcrs full of fearc. 

And to my motions, lend no further eare. 

Oh that you were the prize of fome great ftrifei * 

And he that wins,, might claime you for his wife* 
fyppomnes with fwife Atlanta ran, 

And jfc one courfe the G oale and Lady wan. 

Even (he* by whom fo many Suters periflv d. 

Was in the bofome of. her new Love cheeriflfdo 
So Hercule i for Dejanein i drove , 

Braks Acbelous hqrne,, and gain’d his love,. 

Had I fuch liberty, fuch : freedome granted, 

Myrefolution never could^be danteds / % 

Yoor felfe (hould find, and alltheworldlhould [ee' 3 
fallen (a prize alone ) re&tV’d for me, 

There is not left me any raeanes (moft Sure) 

i? Coqjt ygj*rww ? but by increase! mi prayer, 

' Yat# 
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VnlcfTc (a* it becomes me you thinke meere^ 
That I fhould proftrate fall, and kifTc your feete. 
Oh all the honour that our laft age wins, 

T hen glory of the two Tindarian Twins, 

Worthy to be loves wife, in heaven to raigne. 
Were younot loves owne Daughter, of his ftraine. 
I o the Sj/gean confines I will carry thee. 

And m the Temple of great VaUai marry thee*: 

Or in this Ifland where I vent my moanes, 

IIc hegge^Tombe for my exiled bones : 

My wound is not a flight race with an arrow, 

But it hath pierc’d m v heart , and burnt my marrow 
i his Pwphcfie my Sifter oft hath founded, 

oul ^ n t eavc ^y ^ art * fl^ ou ld be wounded: 
Oh then forbeare (faire Hellen ) to oppofe you, 

Againft the gods, they fay I lhall noilofc you. 
Xeeld you to their beheaft, and you (hall finde, 
a he gods to your pititions like wife kinde. 

A thoufand things at once are in me braine. 

Which that I may elfentially complaint. 

And not m papers empty all my head. 

Anon at night receive me to your bed. 

BIu(h you at this l or Lady doc you feare. 

To violate the Nuptial! lawes auftearc ? 

Oh (Ample Hellen) Foolilh I might fay. 

What profite reape you to be Chafte I pray ? 
i l P°. ffiWc athat you a world to winne. 

Should keepe that face, that beauty without finne if 
Rather you nuoft your glorious face exchange. 

For one (lefle Faire) or clfe not feeme fo ftrangc i 
Beauty and Chaftity at variance are, 

* is hard tg finde one mmaachaftc and faire* 
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ftW will not have beauty over aw’de^ 

pigh love himfelfe ftolne pleafures will applauded 

And by fuch theevifli paftimes we may gather , 

How love ’gainft wedlockes lawes, became your father s 
He and your mother teed a. both tranfgreft, 

When you were got (lie bare a tender breaft. 

What glory can you gaine Love fweetes rofmothcr ? 

Or to be counted chafter than your mother ? 

ProfelTe dlricke chaftity* when with great joy, 

(lead you as my Bride-efpous’d through Troy : 

Then I inteate you raine your pleafures in, 

I wifli thy Taxis may be all thy finne. 

IfCithereaher firme Covenant keepe, 

Though I with in your bofome nightly fleepe, 

VVefh^H not much mifdoe, but fo offend, 

That we by marriage may our guilt amend. 

Your husband hath himfelfe this bufineffc aided, 

And though (not with his tongue ) he hath perfwadedy 
By all his deeds fas much) leatt he ftiould flay. 

Our private meetings, he is farre away, 

Ofpurpofc rid unto the fartheft Weft, 

That he might leave his wife unto his gueft. 

No fitter time he could have found to vificc. 

The Cbrifeait royal 1 Scepter, and to ceifce it : 

Ohfimple, fimple Husband ? but he’s gone. 

And going, left you this to thinke upon, 
isire wife ( quoth he) I prethee in my pl^cc* 

^ard the Trojan Prince, and doe him grace ? 

Behold, a witneffe I againft^you ftand, 

Vou have beenc carelefle of this kinde command. 

-ount from his firft dayes journey, never (ince a 
¥ you regard or grace the Trojan Prince j 

I i Whar 
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Po'intu 

W^at thinfee you of your Husband 2 that heknowes 
<The worth and value of the face he owes 7 
Who (but a Foolej fuch beauty would indanger, 
Ortruft icto the mercy of a Stranger. 

Then;(royall Queene ) if neither may intreate. 

My quenchlcfle paffion, nor Loves raging hcace. 

Can winne you, we are wooed both to this crime* 
Even by the fit advantage of the time, 

Either to love fweet fport we mtift agree, 

Or {hew our felves to be woife fooles than hei 
He tooke youby the hand the houre he rode. 

And knowing, I with you muft make abode, 

B rings you to me, what {hould I further fay, 

It was his minde to give you quite away. 

: What meant he elfe ? Then lets be blithe and jolly’ 
And make the beft ufe of your H usbands folly. 

What {hould we doe ? Your husband is fan* gone. 
And this cold night (poore foule) vou lie alone. 

J want a bedfellow, fo doe we either. 

What lets us then, but that we lie together .* 

You flumbring thinke on me, on you I dreamy 
IJoth our defires are fervent, and extreamc. 
Sweet,then appoint the night, why doe you flay I 
Oh night, more clearer than thebrighteft day : ■/ 
Then I dare freely fpeake, proteft, and fweare. 

And of my vowes the gods (hall record beare. 

Then will I feale the contraband theftrife. 

From that day forward, we arc man and wife $ 

Then queftionlefie I {hail fo farre perfwade, 

That you with me (hall Troyes rich Coaft invade. 

And with your Phrygian gueft at laft agree. 

Cur potent Kingdome and rich Grown? to fee. 



Turns* 

But li you (blattimc) feare the vulger bruited 
That fayes, you follow me , to me make fuite a 
Rare it not Hellen ;Ile fo worke with Fame, 
[will (alone) be guilty of all blame. 

Duke Tbefeus was my inftance, and fo were 
Your brothers Lady, Can I come more neere 
Toenfamplc my attempts by ? Tbefeus haled 
titHen perforce : your brothers they prevailed 5 
With the Leucippian Sifters , now from thefe, 
lie count my felfe the fourth ( if Helkn pleafe.) 




The windes and Oares are ready to make way. 

You (hall be like a highMajefticke Qucenc, 

Led through the Vardan Citty,andbe feene, 

By millions, who your State having commended, 

$yi!l (wondring) fweare, fomeGoddefle is difeended. 
Where ere you walkc the Priefts (hall incence buroe* 
Koway you (hall your eye or body turoe 
Butfacrificed beafts the ground Ihall beate. 

And bright religious fires the Welken heate* 

Mv father ^mother, bi other, lifters : all 
Ifiurn and Troy in porope majefticall. 

Shall with rich gifts prefent yea (but alaflfc) 

Not the ieaft part ( fo farre they doe furpaffe) 

Can my Epiftle fpeake, you may behold 
More than my words or writings can unfold, 
v Nor feare the bruite of warre, or threatning Steely 
When we are fled; to dogge us at the hecle ; 

Or that all Gracia will their powers unite, 
Pfmanyraviflad, can you one recite, 

I * 
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Whom warre repurchase } thefe be idle fear es,' 
Rough bluftenng, *„ w fi lre 0nth(a b 

.Votothehnd ofrW. yet Thrace ftillfree„ 

And Athens ran d no rude Hoftility 
In winged Tega/it did I a fan fail e, 

S nd " 0 “ ? reat C°l‘hos he Medea dale : 
JttrheJTdy you lee can fhcw nofcarre 

H f ^ er A W0Un ^ J inthe Th 'Jr«Ha» warre? 

He that firft ravilh d you : In fuch a Fleete, 

As ours is, Ariadne brought from Creete • 

Yet/fy^r and Duke The/ear were agreed. 

About that quarrel), not abreaft did bleede. 

Leflei* the ^danger (truft me) then the feate s 
That in thefe vaine and idle doubts appeare. : 

But fay rude warre Ihould be proclaimed at length, 
Know, I am valiant, and have finowie ftren°th/ 

T he weapons that I ufe are apt to kill, 
betides, more fpacious fields can fill. 

With atfnea men then Greets, amongft us are 
More perfcft Souldiers, more beads apt for war; 

Nor can thy husband OAene\<m% be 
Of any high fpirit and Magnanimity, 

Or fo well prov’d m.Armei: for Helen I, 

Being but a Lad have made my enemies die; 

Who bJ ft h ° m out the hand * ofTheeves, 
JL7 had oefpJoid bur Heards, and ftolne our Beeves; 
By fuch adventures I my name obtained, 
f Bcmg but a Lad; the conqueft I have gained, 

Ihave o’recome in many lharpe contentions, 

■Nor tbinke thefeare my vaine and forg’d inventions : 
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«r that I onely hand to’hand can fight, * 

My arrowes when I pleafe lhatl touch the whits' 
ljmexpmintheQijar;ey and the Bow * 

You cannot boa ft your heartlefle husban d fo. 

Had you the power in all things to fupply me* 

And (hould you nothing in the world deny ihe* 

To give me fuch a Hctlor to my brot her 

You ceuld not : the earth beares not fuch another! 

By him alone all^f/a is wellman>d. 

He like an enemy againft Quite (hall ftandj 
Opposd to your beft fortunes, wherefore drive y 0Bo 
You doe not know his valour that muft wive yon. \ 
Or what bid worth is in me but at length, 

You will Conte lie when you have prdv’d thy drength, * 
Thus either warre (hall Rill our depspurfue. 

Or Gnetei hall fal 1 in Troyes all-conquering view J 
Nor would I heart for fuch a royall wife, • 

To fet the Vni verfall world at ftrife : 

Togaine rich Prizes men will venture farre, * 

The hope of purchafe makes us bold in warre! 

If all the world about you (hould contend, 

iZl T k*, 0 ? Id b ! “ erniz>d without end, 

Onely be bold, and feareleffe may wefaill 
In o my Countrey, with a profperous gale, 

If the gods grant me my expefted dayf 
°*he full (hall all thefe Covenants pay. 
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Po'ems: 



Hellen to Parish 

Vrofooncrcfitne mine eye unto the tight, 

Of thy rucie Lines, but I muft needes re-wrigfie. 
Dar’ft thou (Oh ihamelcBe) in fuch hainous wife, 
TheLawes of Hofpitality defp'rfc ? 

Jlnd being a Granger, from thy Countries reachj 
Solicite a chaft wife to wedlockcs breach ? 

Was it for this, our free T enarlan Port, 

Receiv’d thee and thy traine, in friendly fort ? 

And when great Neptune nothing could appeafe. 
Gave theefafe harbour from the ftormy Seas ? 

Was it for this, our Kingdomes armes fpread wide. 
To entertaine thee from the waters fide ? 

Yet thou of forraigne foyle remote from hence, 

A Granger, comming we fcarce knew from whence* 
Is perjur’d wrong the recompense of right ? 

Is all our friendship guerdond with defpighc ? 

I doubt me then, whether in our Court doth tarry^ 

A friendly gueft, or a fierce adverfary. 

Nor blame me, for if juftly you confider. 

And thefe prefumptions well compare together. 

So fimple my complaint will not appeare, 

But you your felfe muft needs excufe my feare. 

Well, bold me fimp!e, much it matters not, 

Whilft I preferve my chafte name farre from fpot. 
For when I feeme touch’d with a bafhfull (hame* 
Vlt ftiowes how highly l regard my Fame. 

For when I feeme fad, my connienance is not fained, 
And when I lower 3 my iooke is unconftrained, 
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Poems, 

Jut fay wy fcrow be cloudy, my name’s elevee, 

^nd reverently you {hall of Hellen here. 
j'Jo man from me adulterate fpoiles can win, 
for to this houre I have fported without fin. 

Which makes me in my heart the more to wonder 
What hope you have in time to bring me under. * 
Or from mine eye what comfort thou canft oathers 
To pitty thee, andnot defpife thee rather. ° 

Becaufe once The/eus hurried me from hence. 

And did to me a kinde cf violence, 

Followes it therefore, I am of fuch price. 

That ravi fir’d once,i fhould be ravifh’d twice' 

Was it my fault, becaufe I ftriv’d in vaine. 

And wanted flrength his fury toreftraine ; 

He flattered and fpake faire, I ftrugled ftill. 

And what he got was much againtt my will.' 

Of all his toile, he reap’d no wifhed fruit. 

For with my wrangling I withftood his iuite, 

At length, I was reflor’d,untoucht and cleare. 

In all my Rape, I fufrtred nauaht (fave feare ) 

A few untoward kiffes, he (God woe) 

Of further favours, he could never bead : 

Drie, without rellifh, by much ftriving got; 

And them with much a doe, and to his cod; 

1 doubt your pui pofe aymes at greater bliffes. 

And hardly would alone be pleas’d with kiffes. 

Uou haft fome further ayme, and feek’ft to doc. 
What dm defendj I fhould confent unto. 

He beare not thy bad minde, but did reft ore me, 
nblemifn d,to theplace from whence he bore me 
1 he youth was bafhfuU, and thy boldneffe lackr, 
a - w y knowne, repented his bold fad. 



To'imsl 

Vbiftut repented, fo fhould Path dad 
Sutcecde in Love, and in repentance too 5 
Nor am I angry : who can angry be 
VVit h him that loves her ? If your heart agree, 

With yourfcinde words, yoar fuite I could applauds i 
So I were fure your lines were void o{ fraude. 

I caft not thefe ftrange doubts or this difpenfe. 

Like one that were berea ft all confidence : 

Nor that I with my felfe am in difgrace. 

Or doe not know the beauty of my face ; 

But becaufe too much truft hath damag’d luc h 5 
As have beleev'd men in their loves too much* 

And now thegenerall tongue of women faith* 

Mens words arc full of Treafon, void of faith; 

Let others finne, and houres in pleafures wafte^ 
Tisraretofinde thetbber Matron chafter 
Why, fay it be that finneprevailes with faire ones, 
May not my name be rank'd among the rare ones? 
Becaufe my mother L<sda was beguilde, 

Muft I ft ray too that am hereldeft childe ? 

I muft confefle my mother made a rape, 

But lavebeguilde her in a borrowed (hape, 

When (he (poore foule) not dreampt of god nor man ' 
He trod her like a milke-white feathered Swan : 

She was deceiv’d by error, if I yeelde 
To your unjuft requeft, nothing can fhield 
Me from reproach,! cannot pleade concealing, 

T’was in her, error : tis in me plaice- dealing z 
She happily err’d. He that her honour fpilt, • 

Had in himfelfe full power to faule the guilt ? 

Her error happied me too (I confefle) 

If to be doves childe,be a happincffe$ 







Totmsl 

i 0 omit high tove , of whom I (land in gyvo’ 
flj the great Grandfire to our Father in Law ' i 
To pane the ltinne I claime from Tantalus * ‘ 
From Telopet, and from Noble Tyndarus * 

Uda by Jove in (hape of Swan beguil’d' 

Her felfe fo chang’d, and by him made with child 
Proves love my father : then you idly drive * 
Your name from Gods and Princes to derive 
What neede you of old -Priam make relation » 
Umedon or your great Phrygian Nation ? 

Say all betrue : What then , HeofwhommoO, 

To be of your alliance you fo boaft . 4 

irnfivc degrees at lead) from you removed. 

To be the Std from me, is plaindy proved/ 

And though (as I beleeved welll Trm m , n j 

And no Dominion to your date fuperior, ’ 

I hold our Clyme nothing to Troy inferior 
%,you in riches pafTe us, or in number 

t «wos, where the giver we efteeme. 




P$msl 

More then your prefence, it (hall Hriicfi picaFe 3 
T bat you for her have paft the ftormy Seas, 

That (he hath caus’d yonr toy 1, that you refpea her* 

And more than all your Trojan Dames affe& her. 

But ye're a wag in troth* the notes and fignes, 

You make a Table, in the meats and wines > 

I lave obfetvd, when I leaft feem’d to minde them^ 

For at the ftrft my curious e)e didiinde them. 
Sometimes ( you wanton) your 6xc eye advances, 

His brightneffe agaknft miae, darting fweet glances, 

Out gazing me with fuch a ftedfaft looks, 

That my da z’d eyes their fplendor have forfooke : 

And then yc u figh, and by and by you ftretch 
Your amorous arme oucrighc> the bowletorcach] 

Thit next me Hands, making excufe to ftp, 

Juft in the feifefame place that kis'd my lip. 

How oft have I obferv’d your fiager make, 

Trickes and conceited fignes, which ftraight I take ? 
How often doth youi brow yout fmooth thoughts doke, 
When to (my feemina) it hath almoft fpoke, 

And ftill I fear’d my husband would havefpi’d yee. 

In troth you are to blame, and I muftchide yee. 

You are coo manifeft a Lover (Tu(h J 

At fuch knowne (ignes I could not chufe but blulhj 

And to my feife I ofc was forc’d to fay, 

This man at nothing (hamss. Isthw(lpray) 

Ought fave the truth ? oft tiroes upon the board, 

Where was ingraven? you the word, 

<(mo have under- writ*; in new rpilt wine 5 
(Good foothj at firft I could not stem the line? 

Nor underftand your meaning t Now (ohfpigm) _ 
Myfclfcam nayi wugfc* Cato Reade and ffum ^ 



To'imsl 

Shoullf offend, as linne to me is ftranee" 

Thtfe would provoke me to lafcivious pl ay . 

Bcfides , I mud confeffe, you have a face. 

So admirable rare, fo full Q f g r3ce 
That it hath power to wooe, and c’o make ce-,r,„. 
Of the mod bright chafte beatitiej to your pleafnre* 
Yet had I rather ftamclefle keepe my Fame * ** 
Then to a ftranger hazard m y , good name’ 

Makeme your inflance, and forheare the fare 

No, no.youvjew no more than otherffee, ' 

Botyouareplamer, and more bold with me 
Yoa are more earned to purf„ e youS e 

r *> l ' d 

ArU.c/ J n " vafld “ ed toenjoy, 

Hadfh I! if* * n *’ Princely. Snters came* 

And rtril%f an , d 1 had made y^Zkft, 

a ,/ Afcncl/jus to hissrtefe* 

fcTK'tf M&fc -a vrfdd, 

feu covet 2j:* M , arc ”'4 builded. 
Tardie vo ^ dS P°^ € ^' pfeafures fore-taftecf, 

Com<! J that Oiould b c f 0Ie have hafled. 
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- Poems} 

What you deffre, another chimes as'dae, 

As f could with t'have beenc efpoufed to yocj 
So let me tell you,fince it is my fate, 

I hold one happy in this prefeat ftate. 

Then ccafc faire Prince, an idle fuite to move, , 

Seeke not to harme her whom you feemeto loves 
In my contented Gate let me be guided. 

At both my ftates and fortunes have provided* 

Nor in fo vaine a queft your fpirics toile, 

Tofecke at my hands an unworthy fpO)le, 

But fee how.foone poojre Women are deluded, 

Venus herfelfe this covenant hath concluded* 

For in the idtan Vallics you efpic. 

Three Goddefies>ftript naked to your eye. 

And when the firft had promis’d you a Crowne* 

The fecond Fortitude and warres renow ne; 

The third befpake you thus / Crowne, nor Warres pride, 
Will I bequeath, but Heilcn to thy Bride: 

I fcarce beleeve thofc high immortall Creatures, 
Would to yonr eye expole their naked features* 

Or fay the hrft part of your Tale be pure. 

And meete with truth; the fecond’s falfe I’ am fure. 

In which poore 1 was thought the greaceft meede. 

In fuch a high caufc by the Gods decreed. 

1 have not of ray beauty fuch opinion , 

T’imagine it prefer’d before Dominion, 

Or fortitude : nor can your words perfwade me. 

The greateft gift of all, the Goddefle made me. 

Ic is enough to me, men praife my face, 
fcut from the Gods, I merit ho fuch grace, 

Nor doth the praife you charge me with offend, me* 

|f tym dos not envioufly commend me v 



But 



ToUm'eif 

Jut loe I grant you, arid imagine true, 

Your fr«* report, claiming your praife as diie» 

Who would in pleating things call F ame a liar. 

But give that credit, vvbich we moll defire. 

That we have mov’d t hefc doubts be not you grieved’ 
The greateft wonders aretheleaft beleevcdj 
Know then I firft am pleas’d that Vevus ought me 
Suchundeferved grace ; Next, that you thought trie 
The greateft mcede ; nor Scepter nor warres Fame 
Did you preferre before poore He Hint name. 

(Hard-heart, tis time thou (houldft at laft come downs ft 
Jherefore I am your valour, i your Crowne, 

Your kiadneffe conquers me doe what I can , 
were hard-hearted, not to love this man; 

OMurate I was never, and yet coy, 

Tofayour him whom I can ner’e enjoy.' 

IVhat profits it the barren fands to plow* 

And in the lurrowes our affc&ions fow. 

Inthefwcetc theft of Venue I am rude, 

And know not how my husband to delude j 
Now I thefe love-lines write, my Fen I vow,’ 

Isanew office taught, not knovvne till novi?. 

Happy are they that in this Trade have skill, 

Alas I am a foolej and (hall be ftill} 

And having till this houre not ftept aftray,' 
rnrem thefe fportsleaft I fliould miffe my way; 
nefeare (no doubt j is greater than the blame, 

Itand confounded and amai’d with flume, 

»d with the very thought of what you feeke, 

r ye fi ori my §“ ilty cheeke. 

7 ,te thcfc Cappofitions meerely vaine, 

IK murmuring people whifperiBgly eomplafflc, 
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Vocmf. 

And my malde Aetbra hath by liftning, jSily 
Brought me fuch ncwes , as toucht mine honour hiehfva 
Wherefore ('ficarc Lord) diflemble or dcfift, & ** 
Being ovcr-cyde, we cannot as we lift 
Fafhion our fports, ourLoves pure harvcft gather 
But why fhould you defift f diflemble rather. 5 
Sport (bat in fccret) fport where none may fee® 

The greater , but not greateft liberty : 

Is limitted to our Lafcivious play. 

That JMenaluus is farre hence awayj 
My husband about great affaires is potted, 

Leaving his royall gueft fecurely hotted. 

His bufineffe was important and material!. 

Being imployM aboutaCrownc Imperial!: 

And as he now is mounted on his Steed, 

Ready on his long journey to proceedc > 

Even as hequeftions to depart or ftay. 

Sweet heart (quoth I)’ohbe not long away 5 
With that he reach’d me a fwcete parting kifle, 

(How loath he was to leave me, gnefle by this.) 
Farewell faire wife ( faith he) bend all thy cares. 

To my domefticke bufinefle, home affaires. 

But as the thing that I affe&ion beft. 

Sweet wife, Iookc well unto my Trojan gueft. 

It wa$ no fooner out but with much paine, 

My itching fpleene from laughter I reftraine. 

Which ftriving to keepe in and bridle ftilL 
At length i wrung forth thefe few war 4s(I will,) 
Hee’son his journey to the Hie of Creete , 

But thinkc not we may therefore fafely meetc,; 

He is fo abfeat, that as prefent I, 

Amftill vyithin biff reach, his Bare his Eye, 



VoVmts? 

And though abroad, his power at hofne commands. 
For know you not Kings have long reaching hands ? 
The fame for beauty you befides have given me ' 
Into a great exigent hath driven me r 
The more your commendation fild his eare. 

The more juft caufe my husband hath to fe are . 

Nor marvel 1 you the King hath left me fo. 

Into remote and forraigne Climes to goe. 

Much confidence he dares repofe in me. 

My carriage , haviour, and my modefty. 

My beauty he miftrufts, my heart relies in. 

My face he feares, my Chafte life he affies in. 

To take time now when time is, you pesfwade me* 
And with his apt fit abfence you invade me : 

I would, but fcare, nor is my minde wellfet 
My will would further, what my fcare doth let. 

I have no husband here, and you no wife, 
llovc your Ih.ipe, you mine, dearc as your life. 

The nights feeme long to fuch as fleepe alone, 

Onr letters meete to enterchangc our raoane. 

You judge me beautious, I eficeme you faire, 

Vndcr onc roofe we Lovers lodged are. 

And flee me die) but every thing confider, 

Lch thing perfwades us we fhall lie together.' 

Hothing.wc fee moleftsus, naught we I, eare, - 

And yet my forward will is flacke through fcare .* 

I would to God that what you ill perfwade. 

You could as well compel], fo I were made,, 

Vn-willmg willing, pleafingly abufde, 

Wmy fimplicity might be excus’de. 
taes fore? is oft times wondrous pletfing, 

^fudt as fttffcr cafe in their difeafing. 
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Poems. 

It wb^tt I will 3 you ’gainft my will fhould does 
I with fuch force could be well pleafed too. 

But whilft our love is young and in the bud* 

Suffer his infant vigor be withftcod. 

A flame new kindled is as eafily quench'd, 

And ludden fparkles indittle drops are drench’d : 

A Travellers Love is like himfelfe, unftaid. 

And wanders where he walkes, it is not laid 
On any firmer ground, for when we alone 
Tbinke him to us, the winde blowes faire, hec’sgone* 
Witneffe Hbyfy bile, alike betraide, 

Witneffe with her the bright My oyan maide • 

Nay then your felfe, as you your felfe have fpoken : 

To faire Oenon have your promife broken. 

Since I beheld your face firft, my defire 
Hath bcenc, of Trojan Paris to inquire t 
I know you now in every true refpeft , . 
lie grant you thus much then, fay you affe& 

Me (whom youterme your owne.) lie grow thusfarre 
Doe not the Vhagtan marriners prepare. 

Their fades and Oares, and now whilft we recite, 
Exchange of words about the wifhed night : 

Say that even now you were prepared to clime 
My long w ifh’d bed, juft at th> appointed time, 

T he winde fhould alter and blow faire for T roj$ 

You muft brake off, in midft of ail your joy. 

And leave me in the infancy of plcafure. 

Amid my riches, I fhall lofe my treafure. 

You will forfake the fwcets my bed affoords, 
T’cxchangefor'Cabins, Hatches, and pitch’d boortfei 
Thenwhata fickle Courtfhip you comraince. 

When, with the fieft winde, all your Love biowes bence. 



Views* 

fhall I follow you when you are gonei 
And be the grand-child to Laomcdon ? 

And IfliM fee whofe beaucic you prodaime i 
]doe not fo defpife the bruit of Fame. 

[That (he to whom I am indebt fuch thankes, 
Should fill the Earth with fuch adulterate pranks* 
iyhat will Acbaia ? what will Spartahy ? 

$tat will your Troy report and ? 

^hatmay old Priam or his reverent Queenc f 
What may your Sifters having Hcllen fane, 

Or your Dardanidan brothers deeme of me i 
Will they not blame my loofe inchafli- y : 

Nsy, how can you your felfe faithfull deeme me, 
And not amongft the loofeft Dames efteeme me. 
Noftranger fhali your Aftan Poets come neare, 
gut he fhall fill your guilty foule with feare. 
flow often ( angry at fornc fmall offence) 

Will you thus fay ; Adultreffe, get thee hence , 
Forgetting you your felfe have beene the chiefc 
In my tranfgreffion, though not in my griefe. 
Confider what it is forgetful l Lover, 

To be finnes Author, and finnes fharpe reprover* 
tut ere the lead of all thefe ills betide me, 
wifhthe earth may in her bofome hide me. 

But I fhall all your Pbriyjan wealth poffcffe, 

Ind more than your Epiftle can exprefle ; 
iifti, woven gold, imbrodery, rich attire, 
hrple and Plate* or what I can defire f 
tftgive me leave, thinke you all this extends, 
to counter* vaile the Ioffe of my chiefe friends ? 
?bofe friendfhip, or whofe aide fball 1 imploy, 
'ofecour tnc when I am wrong’d in Troy . 
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To'sntu 

Or whether can I, having thus mis-donc, 

Vnto my Father or my Brothers runne. 

As much as you to me, falfc lafon fwore, 

Vnto Medea, yet from Aefom doore. 

He after did exile her : Now poore heart. 

Where is thy Father that {hould take thy part? 

Old Aetes or Calciope ? thou tbokeft 
No aide from them » who thou before foi fookeft. 
Or fay thou didft (alas they cannot Iieare 
Thy fad complaints) yet 1 no fqch thing fearc, 

No more Mede i did,good hopes ingage 
Themfelves fo farre, they faile in their prefage s 
You fee the (hips that in the May ne are toft. 

And many times by tempefts wrackt and loft. 

Had at their launcing from the Havens mouth, 

A (booth fca, and a calme gale from the South. 
BeGdcs, the brand your mother dreampt (lie bare 
The night before your birth, breeds me ffefli care. 
It propheode, ere many yeares expire, 

Inflam’d Troy muft burnc with Greetylh fire. 

As Pam favours you, becaufc (he gained, 

A double prize by you; yet the difdained 
And vanqui(h’d Goddeffes, difgrac d fo late. 

May beare you hard, I therefore feare their hate j 
Nor make no queftiort, but if I confort you, • 
And for a Ravifhcr our Greece report you : 

Warre will be wag’d with T toy , and you (hall rue. 
The fword ('alas ) your conqueft (hall putfue. 
When Hypodamia at her brideale feaft. 

Was rudely ravifhed by her Centaur gueft, 
Becaufc the Salvages the Bride durft ccaze, 
Warre grew betwisc them and the LapytkesZ 



Teems. 

Dr tbinke you MeneUm hath no fpleene f 
nr that he hath not power to avenge his tcene? 
nr that old Tyndam this wrong can fmochtr ? 

Or the two famous Twins each lov’d of other* 

So where your valour and rare deedes you boaft. 
And warlike fpirit* in which you triumph moft 5 
gy v/hich you have attainVTmongft Souldicrs grace, 
Kone will beleevc you that but fees your face, 
y oU r feature and fairc tope, is fitter farre 
jor amorus Courtlhips, than remorfddTe warre % 
Let rough hew’d Souldiers warlike dangers prove, 
Xis pitcy Tark (hould doe oughs Cave love. 

UtflOT (whom you fo praife ) for you may fight, 
jlcfinde you warre to skirmilh every night, 

Which (hall become you better : were I wife, 

And bold wit hall, I might obtaine the prize, 
jnfuch fwccte fingje Combats, hand to hand , 
’Gainft which no woman that is wife wilt ftantj ; 

Mv Champion He encounter breaft to breaft, 
Though I were fure to fall, and be o’repreaft. 

In that your private conference intreate me, 

I apprehend you, and you cannot cHeate me, 

Jknow the meaning, durft I yeeld thereto, 

Of what you would cpnferre ; what you would doe. 
You are too forward* you too farre would wade. 
But yet (God knowes) your harveft* in the blade;* 
My tyred pen toll here his labour end, 

A guilty fence intheevifli lines I fend. 

Speakc next when your occafion beft perfwadeb* 

Bjr Clymenca and Aetbra my two maidcs. 
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Poems'. 

The Papotstfe shepheari 

to hit Love* 

T !vc with me and be my Love, 

*“*And we yyill all the pleafures prove 
That hills and rallies, dales and fields. 
And all the craggy mountaines yeclds. 
There will we {ft upon the Rocket, 

And fee the Shepheards feede their flock$ ? 
By (hallow Rivers by whofe fallcs 
Melodious birds fingMadrigalcs. 

There will I make thee a bed ofRofes, 
^Vith a thoufand fragrant pofes, 

A cap of flowers^and a Ki rtlc 
Imbrodered all with leaves of Mirtle. 

A gowne made of the fineft wooll. 
Which from our pretty Lambes we puH> 
Taire lined flippers for the cold. 

With buckles ofthepureft gold. 

A belt of ftraw and I vie buds, 

With Corall Chfpes and Amber ftudf. 
And if thefe pleafures may thee move. 
Then live with me and be my Love. 

The Shepheards Swaines (hall dance and 
For thy delight each May morning > 

If thefe delights thy minde may moves 
Then live w$i w and be my love q 






Poems, 




The Urnphs reply to the 
S bey heard. 

|F that the world and Love were young,’ 

\ And truth in every fhepheards tongue, 

Thefe pretty pleafures might me move. 

To live with thee and be thy Love. 

Time drives the flockes from field to fould*. 
When River rage,and Rocks grow cold. 

And 'Pbilomell becometh dtim be. 

The reft complaines of cares to come. 

The flowers doe fade, and wanton fields* 

To wayward Winter reckoning yeelds, 

A hony tongue, a heart of gall. 

Is fancies fpring, but forro wes fall. 

Thy Gownes, thy Shooes, thy bed of Rofes, 
Thy Cap, thy Kirtle and thy Pofics, 

Some breake, fome wither, fome forgotten,, 
In folly ripe, in Reafon rotten. 

Thy belt of ftraw and Ivie buds, 

Thy Corel! Clafpcs and Amber Audi, 

All thefe in me no meancs caw move. 

To come to thee and be thy Love. 

P ut could youth laft, and Love ftill breeds 
Hadjoycsnodatc,not age no neede, 

Then thefe delights my minde might move* 
T? live with thee and be thy Love, 










Unethtr ef the fame Nature, 






To'imt • 

fen plov^wormcs (ball attend, 

all cteir fparkling lights (hall fpend s 
/([[ to adorhe and beautifie 
Your lodging with moft majeftie. 

Then in my armes will J inclofe, 

Lillies fairc mixture with the Rofe, 

Whofe nice perfections in Loves play. 
Shall turnc me to the hicheft Key. 

Thus as wc paffe the welcome night. 

In fportfull pleafures and delight, 

The nimble Farics on the grounds. 

Shall dance and fing melodious founds.' 
jfthefcraayfcrve for tointicc. 

Your prefence to Loves Paradife, 

Then come with me 3nd be my deare. 
And we will ftraight begin the yearc. 



‘TAlce* o take thofelippes away, 
^That fo fweetly were forfworne. 

And thofe eyes the breake of day 
Lights which doe miflead the morne. 

But my kiffes bring againc, 

Seales of Love, though feal’d in vaine* 
Hide, O hide thofe hills of Snow 
Which thy frozen bofome beares, 

On whofe top pc j the Pinkes that grow. 
Are of thofe that Aprils weares. 

But my poorc heart firft fet free, 
JHoamd in thofe Icy chaiucs by thee* 





'1 
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¥ Bt the 'bird of lowed lay 
On the foie Arabian tree# 
Herauld fad and Trumpet be# 

To whofe found, chad wing* obay,' 
But thou {hriking harbinger, 

JFouIe precurrer of the fiend# 

Augour ofthefeaversend. 

To this Tj-Qope come thou not nccre# 
From this Seffion interdi&. 

Every foule of Tyrant wing. 

Save the Eagle feathered King, 

Keepe the obfequic fo Arid. 

Let the Pried in Surplis white# 

That defuntive Muficke can. 

Be the death divining Swan, 

Led the Requiem lack his right. 

And thou treble dated Cro^, 

That thy fable gender mak’ft, 

With the breath thou giv ft and tak’ft, 
*Mongd our mourners (halt thou go. 
Here the Anthem doth commence. 
Love and conftancie is dead# 

Poenix and the Turtle Fled, 

In a mutuall flame from hence.' 

So they loved as love in twaine. 

Had the eflencc but in one, 

Two didin&s but in none. 

Number there in love wasflaine, 

(jktrts remote, yet not afimder,* 





Pittance ana no ipace wa$ feenfrj 
Twixt thy Turtle and hisQueene, 
Butin them it were a wonder. 
Sobetweene them Love did dime# 
That the Turtle faw his right. 
Flaming in thcPhcenix fight# 
Either was the others mine. 
Propertie was thus appalled. 

That the fclfe was not the fame# 
Single Natures double name, 
Neither two nor one was, cal led, 
Reafon ir it fclfe confounded. 

Saw divifion grow together, 
Tothemfelves yet either neither# 
Simple were fo well compounded. 
That it cried how true*5 twaine# 
Seemeth this concordant one. 

Love hath Reafon, Reafon none# 

If what parts can foremaine. 
Whereupon it made this Tbrene# 
To the Phoenix and the Dove, 
Coifupreames and ftarres of Love# 
As Chorus to their tragiqwc Scene, 



T brent s t 

|JE a uty, T ruth, and Raritie, 
Grace in allSimpliicity, 
Kc ?ce inclofed, in c riders lie. 
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Pftemii 

Death is now the Tfotnix ncft c 
And the Turtles loyall breaft^ 
To eternity doth reft* 

Leaving no pofterity 
Twas not their infirmity* 

It was married Chaftixy, 

Truth may feemebut cannot be^ 
BeaHty bragge, but tis not Ihee^ 
Truth and Beautie buried be. 
To this Vrne let t hole repaire. 
That arc either true or hire » 
for thefe dead birds figh a prayer. 



^^Hy ftiould this Defart be, 
for it is unpeopled ? No: 
Tongue* lie hang on every tree* 

That fhall civill Payings (hoe* 

Some how briefethe life of Man 
runneshis erring Pilgrimage* 

Thai: the ftt etching of a Span. 

buckles in his fome of age. 

Some cf violated vowes* 
twixt thefoulesof friend and friend* 
Sufuponthe faireft bowes, 
or at every fentenceend* 

Will I Ro/alinda write. 

Teaching all that read to know* 

The quintiflence of every fpritc, 
heaven would in little (how. 
Therefore Heaven Nature chang’d. 



■an 






trim: 

that one body flionld be fill'd 
IVitb all graces wide iqlarg’d, 
nature prcfently diftill'd. 

Htttni chccckc » but not his hearty 
cleof atria's Majeftic: 

Atlanta's better part, 
fad Lutnciat modeftic. 

Thus Rofilinit ofrnany parts 
by hcarcnlySynods was devis'd 
Of many faces, eyes and hearts, 
to have the touches deereft pris’d 
Heaven would thefe gifts (he (hould hav<T 
and I to live and die her flayc. 





Epitaph »» tie admirable Dramatieke 
Poet, William’ Sheakcfpeare. 



lit neede my Sha^efyctre for bis honoured bones.’ 
i The labour of an age, in piled ftones, 

Or that his hallow’d Relikesfhould be hid, 

Vnder a ftarre-ypoiming Pyramid } 

«;l are Son , nc of Me ' nor y> g r «t heire of Fame! 

Wnat needs thoufuch weake witnefle of thy name. 

1 hou m our wonder and aftonefoment. 

Halt built thy fclfe a live-long Monument ; 
or whilft to th Thame of flow endevouring Art* 

Iny eafie numbers flow) end that each heart, 

T? r * eaves thy snvalu’d Booke, 

i note Delphi eke lines with deepe Imprcflien tooteJ 








* Pocmsl 

Then thou our fancy of our fclfe bereaving 
Doft make us marble with too much conceiving^ 
And fo Scpulcl cr’din fuch pompe doth lie. 

That Kings forfuch a Tonabc would wifh to die# 



I. Ml 



On the death 0/ William Shakefpeare,w&> 
died in Anno Dom. 1 <s* g, 

JD Enowned S penfer lie a thought more nigh 
o learned Cbaufer , and rare Beaumount lie 
A little ncerer Sptnjir to make roome, 

For Shakejpeare in your three-fold, foure-foldTotribej 
To lod^e all fourc in one bed make a Cciik; 

Vntill Domm»es-day, for i hardly (hall a fift 
Betwixt this day and thatlby Fate be flaine. 

For whom your Curtaines may be drawne againe* 

If your precedence In death doth baire, 

A four tli pi ace in your facred Sepulchre l 
Vndcr this facred Marble of thy owne, 

Sleepe rare Tragedian ShalicJfeare, fleepe alone! 

Thy unraolefted peace in an unfnar* d Cave, 

PofTcfle as Lord, not Tennant of thy Grave. 

That unto us, and others it may be , 

Honour hereafter to be laid by thee, 

W.B. 



VoVmes? 



fjin E I eg/e on the death of that 
famous Writer and Atfor^ 

M, W illiam Shakfpeare, 

j Dare not doe thy Memory that wrong* 

*Vm o our larger griefes to give a tongue $ 
lie onely tigh in earneft, and let fall 
Myfolcmne teates at thy great Funerall > 

For every eye that raipes a fhowre for thee, 

Laments thy lofTc in a fad Elegie. 

Nor is it fit each humble Mufe fhofeld have, 

Thy worth his fubjeft, now th’arc laid in grave 
No its a flight beyond the pitch of thofe, 

Whole worthies Pamphlets are not fence in Profe; 

Let learned Iobnfon ling a Dirge for thee. 

And fill our Orbe with mournef all harmony: 

But we neede no Remembrancer, thy Fame - 
Shall ftill accompany thy honoured Name, 

To all pofterity; and make us be* 

Senfible of what we loft inlofing thee: 

Being the Ages wonder whofe fmooch Rhimes, 

Bid more reforme than lafh the loofer Times. 

Nature her fclfe did her owne felfe admire. 

As oft as thou were pleated to attire 
Herin her native lufture, and confeffe. 

Thy drefling was her chiefeft comlinefle. 

How can we then forget thee* when the age 
Her chiefeft Tutor* and the widdowed Stage 







Poems. 

Her onely favorite in thee hath loft, 

And Natures felfe what fhe did bragge of mcft. 
Sleepe then rich foule of numbers, whilft poore we 
Enjoy the profits of thy Legacies 9 

And thinke it happincfle enough we haye. 

So much of thee redeemed from the grave. 

As may fuffice to enlighten future times, " 

JVith the bright luftre of thy matchlefle Rhime*: 



finis; 





Octavo 



An Addition of fome Excellent 
poems, to thofe precedent, of 
Renowned Shake fycare. 

By other Gentlemen. 



His Mijlrejfe Dratvne. 

S itting, and ready to be drawnc, 

What make the fevelvets,fi Ikes, and lawne? 
fmbroidcries, feathers, fringe, and lacc, 

When every limbe takes like a face ? 

AndfheleTuTpc ft ed helpes to aide, ~ / 

Some forme defeftiye and decai’d: 

This beauty without falfehood faire^ 

Needs nought to cloath it but the Aire: 

Yetfotne thing to the JPainteis view* 

Where fitly interpofed, fonev? 

He (hall (if he can nnderftand) 

Workcby niy fancy with his hand. 

Draw firft a Cloud all fave her necke* 

And out of that make day to breake* 

Till like her face it doe appeare, 

And men may thinke all light rofe there. 

Then let the beames of that di&erec 

X. a J Tfie 





Poems , 



The Cloud, and (hew the Vniverfe ? 

But atfuch diftance as the eye i 
May rather it adore than fpic ; 

The Heavens defign’d, draw next a Spring 
Withall that youth or it may bring: 

Foure Rivers branching forth like Seal 
JVnd Paradifeconfindein thefe. 

]Laft draw the circle of this Globe, 

And let there be a ftarry Robe, 

Of Confiillations’bout her hurl’d* 

And thou haft painted beauties world. 

But Painter fee you doe not fell 
A coppy of;this Peece, nor tell 
Whofe tis: But if itfavour finde. 

Next fitting we trill draw her minde , P 



p Ainter y’are come, but may be gone. 
Now I have better thought thereon. 
This worke I can performe alone, 

And give youreafons more than one. 
Not that your Art I doe refufe. 

But here I may no colours ufc, 

Bcfides your hand will never hit 
To draw the thing that cannot fit, 

YOU could make (hift to paint an eye^ 



poems William Shai 



poems. 

An Eagle towring in theskie, 

A Sunne, a Sea, a S andleflfe pit. 

And thefe are like a minde, not it. 

Njo,to exprefle this minde to fence, 
jVoiild aske a heavens intelligence, 

Since that nothing can report that name, 
gut vvhatsof kinne to whence it came: 
Sweete mind, then fpeake your felfe,and fay 
As you goe on, by what brave way, 

Our fence you doe with knowledge fill, 

And yet remaine our wonder ftiil. 

I call you Mufe :now make it true. 

Hence forth may every line be you, 

That all may fay that fee the frame. 

This is no Pi&ure but the fame: 

A minde fo pure, fo perfea fine. 

As tis not radiant, but divine. 

And fo difdaining any tire, 

Tis got where it can trie the fire. 

There (high exalted in the Spi care, 

Asic another Nature werej 
It mover h all, and makes a flight, 

As circular as infinite, 

Whofe Notions when it would expreffe 
Infpcech,itiswith that exceffe. 

Of grace and muGcke to the eare, 

As what it fpake it planted there. 

The voice fo fweere, the words fo faire. 

As fome fofc chime had ftrok’d the Ay re. 
And though the found were parted thence. 
Still left an Fccho in the fence. 

Bat that a minde fo rapt fo high, 

L 3 
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Pocmt, 

So fwift, fo pare (hould yet apply 
Jt ftlfe to us, and come fo nigh 
Earths groffenefle, there’s the how, and why f 
Is jr becaufe it fees us dull • 

And ftucke in clay here ? it would pull 
V« forth by fome Coeieftiall flight, 

Vp to her owne fublimed height > 

Or hath (hee |Aere upon the ground. 

Some Paradife or Pallace found 
In all the bounds of Beauty fit 
For her t’mhabit? there is it. 

Thrice happie houfe that haft rcceite, 

For this fo foftly forme, fo ftraite, 
Sopo!i(hM,perfea, and foevcn, 

As it {lid moulded out of heaven. 

Not fwel ling like the Ocean proud. 

But {looping gentlyas a Cloud, 

Asfmooth as Oylepowr’d forth, and cal me ^ 
As fhowers, and fweete as droppcs of Balme, 
Smooch, foft, and fweece, and alia flood. 
Where it may runne to any good, 

And where it ftayes, it there becomes, 

A ncfl ©f of odours, fpice, and gammcs* 

In adion winged as the winde. 

In reft like fpirits left behind, 
f Vpon a banke or field of flowers. 

Begotten by the winde and fhowerr. 

In the fairejmantion let it reft, 

Yet know with what thou ai c pofft ft. 

Thou entertaining in thy breaft. 

But fuch a minde mak’ft God a Gueft. 




Poems, 



To Ben. lohnfon. 

rt-He Sunne which doth the greateft comfort bring, 

1 To abfent friends, becaufe the felfe fame thing, 
They know they fee, how ever abfent is, 

Here our btft Hay maker, forgive me this; 

]t is our Country ftile in this warmc {hine, 

I lie and dreame of your full meremayd wine l 
Oh we hare water mixt with ClarretLces, 

Orinke apt to bring in dryer herefies, 

Then bcere, good onely for a Sonnet ftraine, 

With fuftion Mctaphots toftuflFe the braine; 

So mixt, that given to the thirftieft one, 

’Twill not prove Aimes unlefle he have the ftor.c : 

Tis fold by Puritans, mixt with intent, 

To make it ftrve for either Sacrament, 

I thinke with one draught mans intention fades. 

Two Cups had quite fpoil’d Hewers llhads. 

Tis liquor that wilifinde out Suttlijfs w it. 

Lie where it will, and m rke him write worfe yet ? 
Fill’d with fuch moifturc in a grievous fqualme. 

Did 7 {obert Wifedom write his finging Pfalmes * 

And fo muft I doe this, and yeti thinke, 

It is a potion fent us downe to drinke, 

?y fpeciall providence, kcepes us from fights, 

Makes us not laugh, when we make legges to Knights: 
Tis that which kcepes our minds fit for our States, 

A medicine to obey our Magiftrates. 

For wc doe live more free than you, no hate, 

No envic of anothers happy ftate 



i [tH [| 



SHEW? 






Move* us / v»e are equall every whir 

Of land that God gives men, here is thetewir, 

** we conhder fully for our beft, 

And graveft man will with his mainehoufe jeft 
Scarce pleafe you 1 we want fubtilty to doe 
T he Cittie trickes, lie, hate, aud flatter too : 

Here are none that can beare a painted fhow, 

^ ou vvin ^ e> anc ^ l ^ e n lament the blow, 
Who like Mills fee the right way togrinde. 

Can make there gaines alike with every winde : 

Onely fome fellow with the fubtiTft pate, 

Among’ft us may perchance equivocate, 
tn felling of a horfe,and thatsthe rooft, 

Methinkes the little wit I had is loft 
Since I faw you, for wit jslike a reft. 

Held up at Tinnis, which men doe the beft 
With the bef! Gatneflers, what thingshave wee (cene. 
Done at the Meeremaid, here words that have bcene 
nimble, and fo full of fiittle flame. 

As if that every one from whence they came, 

Had ment to put his whole wit in a jeft. 

And had refolv’d to live a foole the reft 

Of his dull life, then when there hasbecne throwne. 

Wit able enough to juftifie ti e Towne, 

For three daves paft, wit that might warrant be , 

For the whole Cirie to talke foolilhlie. 

Till 'that were candl’d, and when we were gone. 

We loft an Aire bchinJe us which alone. 

Was able to make the three next companies, 

I\» 2 ht witty, t' ough downc right Cocknies; 

When I confidcr this, and fee that row, 

I he Country Gentlemen begin to alio* 



Poems. 

Mywitfor dry bobs, then I needs mu ft ecu 
I fee my dayes of Ballating growes nigh, 
jean already riddle, and can fing 
Catches,fel! bargaines, and I feare (hall bring 
My felfe to fpeakc the hardeft words I findc. 

Over as oft as any with one winde 
That takes no medicines, but one thought of thee. 

Makes me remember all thefe things to be 
The wit of our young men, fellowes that (how. 

No part of good, yet utter all they know. 

Who like Trees and the Guard have growing foulest 
Onely ftrong deftiny which all controules, 

I hope hath left a better Fate in ftore. 

For me thy friend, then to live evermore 
Banifh’d unto this* home 'twill once againe, 

Bring me to thee, who will make fmooth and plaine 
The way of Knowledge for me, and then I, 

Who have no good in me. but fimplicityj 
Know that it will my greateft comfort be. 

To acknowledge all the reft to come from thee. 

F. S} 






Bis xJWiftris Shade. 

QOme then, and like two Doves of filver win o s," 

~ et ° ur f°ul e s fly to th’fhadeSjwhere ever springs, 
Sitfmilingon thebankes* wherrBalme and oyie. 

Roles and C aflTu crowne the until! ’d foile ; 

Where 
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Where no difeafe raignes, or infe&ion comci, 
Toblaft the Ayre,but Amber-greece and gummesS 
This, that, and every thicket doth tranPpirc, 

More fweetethan Spicknard through the hallow fire 
Where every tree a fruitful! iflue beares. 

Of mellow Apples, ripened Plumbs and Peares, 
And all the (hrubs with fparkling fpangles (hew, 
Like morning Sunffiine tinfelling the dew# 

Here in greene medowes (its eternal! May, 

Purfling the mar°enis, while perpctuall day. 

So double guiides the Ayrc, as that no night. 

Can ever ruft th’ennamell of the light : 

Here handfome ftriplings, naked younglings run, 
Their Goales for Virgin kifl'es, which when done, 
Then unto dancing forth the learned Round, 

So foone as each his dinging locks h ith crown’d* 
With Ro(L Chaplets, Lillies, Pan lies red, 

Soft Saffron Circles to perfume the head. 

And here wcele fit on Primrofe banks and fee. 
Loves Chorus led by Cupid, and wcele be. 

Two loving foil wers to the grove. 

Where Poets fing the ftories of their Love. 

There.fhalt thou here divine tMufeus fing, 

-Of Hero and Leartder, ilun He bring 

Thee to the (land where honour’d Homer reades. 

His Od (fesy and his heigh llliades % 

Vnto the Prince of Shades, whom once his Pen* 
Entituledthe Greecian Prince of men. 

To Ljm i> then to Finder, thereupon 
lie bring thee f Hear in {e) ro Anacreon , 

Quaffing his full crown’d Cups’of burning wine, 
4nd in his Raptures, fpeaking lines of thine* 
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tike to his (iibjeft, and as hisfranticke 
took es renders him, true Boecanahan- like, 

Befmeer’d with grapes^welromclie will thee thether. 

Where both may laugh, both drinke, both rage together 
Then (lately Virgil, witty Ovid by, 

Whom faire Corima ftands, aftd doth comply 
With Ivory wrifts, his Laureat head, and fleepes. 

His eyes’in dew ot ki(Tes while hefleepes- 
Then foft Catufhs, (harpe fang’d {Martially 
And towring Lncan , Horne, luvinalb. 

And fiiakie Terfeui * t l efe and thofe whom rage, 

(Dropt from the larre of heaven ) fill'd to enrage 
All times unto their frenfies, thou (halt there 
Behold them in an Amphitheater. 

Atncngft which Synod crown’d with facrcd hay es 
And flattering joy weele have ro recite their playes. 
ShaJtefpeare and Beavtond, Swanncs to whom the Sphcayes 
Liftcn, while they call backe the former yearc. 

T o teach the truth of Scenes, and more for thee. 

There yet remaines brave foule than thou canft fee 
By glimmering of a fancie : doe but come. 

And there lie (hew thee that illuftrous roome, 

In which thy father Mr, fin (hall be plac’d. 

As in a Globe of radiant fire, and grac’d, 

Tobcofthathjgh Hyrarchy, where none 
But brave foules take illumination; 
fmmcdiatly from heaven, but harke the Cocke, 

rili C ^ n^" man ofthen igW proclaimes the Clocke, 

Ur late ftracke one, and now I feele the prime 
Of day breake through the pregnant Eafi, tis time 
! vanifli : more I had to fay. 

But night determines here, away, 

Lwkiq 
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Liv'inh walking in 4 froftl 

Morning, 

J’th nonnage of a Winters day, 

Ldvt ia glorious as May, 

Togive the merne an earlier birth. 

Paced a mile of cruftcd earth, 

When each place by which fhe came, 
From her veines conceived flame. 

The amorous plant began to ftrive. 
Which (hould firft be finfitive. 

Every hoary headed twigge, 

Drop’d his Snowy Periwigge, 

And each bough his Icy beard, 

On either fide his walkts was heard> 
Whifpers ofdecreped wood, 

Calling to their rootesfor blood : 

The gentle Soylc did mildely greete. 

The welcome kiflesof her feete, 
Andtoretaine fuch aTreafure, 

Like waxe diffolvingtooke her meafure. 
Lavish flood amaz’d to fee. 

Things of yearely certaintie: 

Thus to rebettagainft their Seafon, 

And though a ftranger to the Reafon, 
Backe retiring quench’d their heate. 

And Winter toqke his former Seate, 



Toemsl 

’\j£ Sigh fentto his Miftr g (f £ * 

Sent a Sigh unto my Miftrefle Eare, 

Which went her way and ne’re came there,' 

I haded after leaft fomc other faire, 

Should mildly entertaine this travelling Ayre, ] 
Each flowry garden I did tearch for fcare. 

It might miftakc a Lilly for her Eare. 

And having there tooke lodging,ftill might dwell. 
Hous’d in the Concave ofChriftall Bell : 

I fought amongft the Birds, thinking it might. 
Refort for company the wing’d flight, 

And fo play T ruant, but alas each note. 

They merrily did warble iit the throated 
I Told me it was but the mirthy figne. 

If one were there, I knew twasnone of thine ? 
Atlaft one frofty morning I did fpie. 

The fubtill wanderer in the skie. 

At fight of me it trembled, and for feare, 

I bare it to my Saint, and pray’d her take, 

This new borne ofF-fpring for the Mnflfrs fake? 
Which flic perceiving granted me her lij>pe. 

And fo preferr’d ft to her fofter tippe. 

And now this pendant burthen now doth heare. 
Each thing thats whifpr’d in her Eare. 

1 grieve, caufe I have loft a teare, and (he 
With forrow is more happier farre than me. 

Vet there is remedy left to cafe me, 

Give me but one of her*, and fo (heelepieafe me # 
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\*A» Allegoric aU. Allufion ofmeUmboh 



poems William Shakespeare London, 



^Ome you fwarmcs of thought$,and bring, 
to ibis craiie Hive of mine, 

Not your hony, but your (ling, 
naked I my heart refigne. 

To your Lanclets therefore ftickc* 

Every pare and parfell thicke. 

From the garden of her face, 
where thefe Bees were wont to finde# 

A mb?r fweets in every place, 
fcattered by a chiding windc. 

Hie you home, for now you are* 
Marchants turn’d to men of warre. 

Some brought me incenfc from her breath? 

fotne the Velvet of her brow 
Some a fmile, fomc underneath 
tindure of Iippe curroli, now 
Every one that thence doth flic* 

Brings a needle from her eye* 

Regifter the breach of peace, 
for the time is not expir d, 

9 T was for li fe, but if it ceafe, 

('amity being dill required) 

As yon write it on my hcarr* 

Print it with your little dart. 

Leave not fo but ftraight torment, 

Hope, whofc cbHe adventures d ote. 



To'ims. 

/\ad for wore, though now content, 
to draw backwards and depole. 

And from all dominion fling. 

As a Drone, though once your King,' 
Let him bare his vaftdefignes, 
to defires as vaft as they, 

[ligh-roofe thoughts and fpacious minds* 
are not for Cottages of clay, 

Monarchies will fit them beft. 

Petty States afFed but reft. 

Kcepcyou in, for if you ftray, 
from your holds, no other feares, 
Needeafflift you night or day, 
but by fealding water teare*. 

For (he vowes in Loves ‘defence. 
Love no more {hall fire you hence, 
111 the doubt is as you grow 
Wafpes, becaufe your bagges arc drie, 
o as you your flings forgoe, 
you will turnc to arrant Flies, 

And when Summer fets you free, 
Trouble her as well as me. 
fet beware .thebaites are laid, 
nets are Ipread, the flames are high, 

>°u had neede to be afraid, 
for there’s lightning in her eye, • 

Every hair’s a fleeve of Glke. 

And each breaft a wave of mjlke, 
Therefore circumfpe&ly light, 
on her hand, for Sugergrowes 
l ll the Countrey over quite, 

“Wand fay, but in the clofc. 




THE WARNOCK LIBRARY OctaVO 





m 



Prims: 

To the Wafpe, the Bee, th^FIiej 
Alls provided for, but I. 



cxf Sigh. 

fiOethou gentle whifpering winde, 
5?Jjtearc this Sigh, and if thou ffcdc* 



I> Gl ! m 



The Primnfe . 

A Ske me why I fend you Tiere, 

^This firftling of the Winter yeere, 
Askemewhyl fend to you, * 

This Primrofe,all bepeatl’d with dew j 
I ftraight vriil whifper in your eares. 

The fwcets of Lova, are wafh’d with tearcs. 
Aske me why this flower doth (how. 

So yellow, grecne, and fickly too* 

At ke me why the ftalke is weake. 

And bending yet it doth not breake, 

I muft tell you thefe difeover , 

What doubts and feares are in a Lover* 






Poems. 

(fhcre my cruell fairedoth reft, 
it in her Snowy breaft, 
hat inflam’d by my defire, 

, m ayfct her heart on firei 

fade her lippe, and then comeiIe a 
(Arabia doe poflefle? 
jr that hony Hybla Hill, . > 

Sweets like thofe which thence diitill • 
Thofe fweete kiffes thou (halt gaine, 
Shall reward thee for thy paine. 
rfdly light upon her lippe, 

[here fuckc odours, and licence skippe, 
[b her bofome, laftly fall 
)ownc and wander over all, 
lange about thofe Ivory hills, 
rom whofe every part diftills. 

Amber dew thefe fpices grow, 

[here pure ftreames of Neftar Sow s 
There perfume thy felfe and bring, 
ill thofe fweets upon thy wing : 

As thou return’d change by thy power * 
* Every weede into a flower. 

Turne every Thiftletoa Vine, 

And make the Bramble Eglantines 
For fo rich a booty made. 

Doc but this and I am paide. 
Thoucanft with thy powerfull blag, 
Heate apace and cooleas faft : 
Thoucanft kindle hidden fiarac, 

, And againe deftroy the fame 5 
Then for pitty cither ftirre 
Vp the flames gf love to her, 
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ToUmes? 

That alike both flames may (hincj 
Or elfe quits excinguilh thine. 



Blajh. 

gTay lufty blood ,where canft thou fake. 
So bled a place? as in her cheeke ? 

How canft thou from that place retire* 
Where beauty doth command defire ? 

But if thou canft not flay, then flow 
Downe to her pan ting pappes below» 
Plow like a deluge from her Bread 
Where Venut Swans hath built their neft t 
Andfo take glory todifdaine, 
With^are blew eachfwclling veins. 
Then run boyling through each part. 

Till thou haft warm’d her frozen heart } 
Iffrom love it would retire* 

Martyr it with gentle fire : 

And having fearch’d each fecret place* 

Fly thou backe into her face j 
Where live bleft in changing thofe. 
WhiteLylly,toa Rofe. 



Orpheus 



Poems'. 

Orpheus Lute < 

rtylTen Orpbeut fweetly did ccmplaine, 

^ Vpon the Lute with heavie ftraine, 
How his Eurydices was flaineS 
The tree* to hcare 
Obtaine an eare. 

And after left it offagaine, 

At every fttoake and every ftay. 

The boughes kept time, and nodding lay. 
And liftned, bended, all one way. 

The Afpin Tree, 

As well as he. 

Began to (hake and learne to play. 

If wood could 1 , fpeake, a tree might heare. 
If wood could found truegriefc toth'care, 
A tree might droppe an Amber tcare: 

If wood fo well. 

Could ring a knell, 

The CyprefTe might condole the Beerc* 
The (landing Nobles of the Grove, 
Hearing dead wood to fpeake and move, 
The fatall Axe began to love. 

Thy envied death. 

That gave fuch breath, 

As men aliye doe Saints above. 

M % 



PocMf. 



f difois’d becaufe youfiy, 

, k And l beleeve that I am gray ? 

K&ow Lady you have but your day, 

*jAnd night will come when men will fwearey 
•§ T ime hath fpilt Snow on your haire ? 

Then when in your glafie you feeke. 

But finde no Rofe buds in your cheeke. 

No nor the bed to give thee (hew, * 

Where fuch a tare Cornation grew^ 

And fticha Trailing Tulippe tooj 
O then too late in clofe your Chamber keeping. 
It will be told, 

That you are old. 

By thofe true teares y’are weeping. 



Vpen a Gentlewoman walking on 
the Graffc. 

^Vre’twas the Spring went by, for th’earthdid wafte, 
Her long hid Tweets at her approach^ and plac’d, 
Quicke pregnant flowers upon the verdant grade, 

T° breath new frcfhncfle where flic will’d to pafie. 
The fender blade veil’d as flic trod and k ift. 



To'itnf. 

The foote that coYered it,but when it mift. 

Her gentle preffure ( like a wife whofe bed ^ 

Is (corn’d) itdroopr,and flnee hung dovvne its hes^ 
Till by a ftrength Love gave to entertaine, 
per vvilh’d returne it rear’d it Telfe againe s 
And now {lands tall in pride 5 but had it feene 
Her face ( that court of beauty where the Queene 
Of Love isalwayes refident ) it would 
When the Sunne dallies with it,vvecpe m cold 
And pearled dew at noone, greev d that her race 
Might not as did her fcete daigne eqnall grace 
Jn moving ncerer to it ; what my happy eyes 
Saw there (though from that houre their faculties 
Are ever forfeit ) this bright Vi (ion yet, 

Muft needs ingage me in a further debt 
To her, then there want quits, (ince what I lee. 

In being lefle faire^ muft be a lcffe to me. 




On his Love going to Sea. 

T? Arewell ( fairc Saint/mav not the Seas or winde* 
r Swell like the hearts and eyes you leave bchifide. 
But calme and gentle likf the lookes you beare, 
Smile in your face , and whifper in your care. 

Let no bold billow offer to arife. 

That if may neerer lookc upon your eycs> 
v M 5 






Lcafi 




poems William Shakespeare London, 1640 the warnock library Octavo 



To'em^ 

I.eaft windeandvvaveinamour’don your forme' 
Doe tjirong and croud t liemfelm into a florme * * 
Put if it be your fate vafte Sea’s toLove, 

Of my becalm’d heart, learne how to move, 

Move then but in a gentle Lovers pace. 

No wrinckles nor no for ro we s in your face / 

And you fiertfc winds r fec that you tell your tale 
In fuch a breath as may but fill her Saile. 

So Whilft you court her, each your feverall way. 
You jfhaU her fafely to her Port conva* 1 . 

And lofe her in a noble way of wooing, 

Whilft both contribute to your owne undoing,' 



j^Ske me no more where /ore bcftowes, 
vVhcp Iutie is paft, the fading Rofe, 
For in your beauties Orient deepe, 

Thcfe flowers as in them Caufes fleepe, 
Aske me no more whether doe ftray f 
The golden Atomes of theday. 

For in pure love heaven did prepare, 
Thofc powders to enrich your haire* 

Aske me no more whether doth hafte. 

The Nightingale when May is paft. 

For in your fweete dividing throate. 

She winters and kcepeswarme her note* 
Aske me no more where chofe ftarres light. 
That downwards fall in dead of night. 

For in your eyes they fit, and there, 

Fixed become, as in their Spheare* 



Poems : 

Aske me no more if Eaft and Weft, 
The Phoenixe builds her fpiced neft, 
For unto you at laft fhe flies. 

And in your fragrant bofome dies. 



FINIS. 
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